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Haiku: One-breath poetry, traditionally 17 syllables (5-7-5), now 
increasingly practised outside Japan as a free-style form, usually in three 
lines. It owes its impact and inspiration to a meditative flash in which the 
experiencer of the haiku moment merges suddenly with perceived 
phenomena. 


Senryu: One-breath poetry, often without the flash, less nature-centred and 
frequently lighter than haiku, usually touching on human foibles. 


—Author’s definitions 


Note: Where “GR” appears in the text, it indicates that Gabriel Rosenstock 
is the author or has provided a translation, or version, of the works of 
others. 


Some of the author’s own haiku have appeared in Irish and in English in 
World Haiku Review, Lishanu, Simply Haiku, Modern Haiku, La, Feasta, 
Heron’s Nest, Haiku Reality, Haiku Scotland, on the websites of Non- 
Duality Salon Highlights and Poetry Chaikhana, Sacred Poetry from 
Around the World and in the volume Géaga Tri Thine (Comhar, 2006). 


The bilingual haiku accompanying the photo-haiga are by the author - 
Gabriel Rosenstock. 
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HAIKU DISAPPEARING 


Would you like to disappear? Haiku can show you the way! 


‘How painful it is to see people all wrapped up in themselves,’ commented 
Ryokan. Well, it’s unwrapping time, for all of us now, time to let go. 
How? Let’s see! 


Haiku is an ardent, inspired and inspiring engagement with everyday life, 
an intercourse with nature-centred events, mainly, events that are 
happening around us all of the time but which we perceive more keenly on 
the haiku path. Read true haiku with reverence, write true haiku - do it 
right and you can disappear, happily, now - and over and over again in the 
course of your life. 


wok 


There’s a professor in Chicago who has been studying happiness. What is 
happiness? It’s all about flow, maintains Mihaly Csikszentmihalyi in 
Finding Flow: The Psychology of Engagement with Everyday Life: ‘The 
metaphor of ‘flow’ is one that many people have used to describe the 
sense of effortless action they feel in moments that stand out as the best in 
their lives ...’ 


Catechism ... Sometimes it appears that the cat knows more than we do, 
learning from experience, fitting into the world, and disappearing from it, 
more gracefully than we can: 


the cat 
walks into the autumn wind - 
extended whiskers 
Murayama Kokyo 
(Version: GR) 
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nothing 
she doesn’t know — 
the cat on the stove 
Fusei 
(Version: GR) 


from darkness 
and back into the dark 
the affairs of the cat! 
Issa 
(Version: GR) 


from what unknowable universe 
beyond Hubble — 
the cat’s green stare 
GR 


frosty morning ... 
the dead cat’s paw 
reaches to the sun 
GR 


Warning ...Take a break! This book is best savoured in sips! Haiku carry 
a dosage warning. Large draughts lead to giddiness or numbness. As the 
Welsh say, too much pudding chokes the dog. 


If your attention is flagging, it’s time to reach for the bookmark. No 
bookmark? Make one! Occupy yourself nonverbally, pre-verbally. Flow 
back in here again later. 
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Disappearing in the haiku moment ...Think about moments of flow, 
ordinary or extraordinary events in your life in which you have 
experienced flow: it may have been entering another dimension while 
dancing, or when engaged in some aesthetic pursuit — music, pottery or 
painting; it may have been lovemaking, or the highlight of some athletic 
activity, or simply watching the dawn, or the stars, in some exotic location. 
You needn’t shine as athlete, hill-walker or lover, no need to book a trip to 
Kerala or Kerry. You can flow now with haiku, like water, like a cloud. 


Wandering monks were called unsui in Japan, literally ‘cloud and water’. 
In Estonia, the perfection of life was personified in the singing wanderer: 
‘If you walk your path without singing then this is an insult to the land, to 
meadows and forests and trees, and they show their disapproval of such a 
wanderer by taking away from him the power of moving on...”! 


' Regilaul — music in our mother tongue by Mikk Sarv (Estonian Culture 1/2003 
(1), published by Estonian Institute 
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Basho moved about quite a bit and caught the beauty of flow and stillness, 
the intermingling textures of life: 


The squid seller’s call 

mingles with the voice 

of the cuckoo 
(Matsuo Basho, Poems, trans. Robert Hass, PoemHunter.com, 
2004) 


It is your static, self-conscious, unflowing self which makes you so 
stolidly visible, so permanently present to others and to yourself. 
Disappear for a while. True haikuists will show you the way because they 
have developed a magnetic capacity to attract the haiku moment. What is 
the haiku moment? Nothing more than an alchemic mingling and fusion of 
essences in which you disappear. Become the cloud! Become the water, 
the breeze that moves them! The voice of a bird. D. H. Lawrence once 
remarked that in the beginning was the Chirp! 
kK 

Do not resist ... Among the definitions of ‘flow’ in Chambers Twentieth 
Century Dictionary, we find: “To run, as water: to move or change form 
like a fluid ... to melt ...’All the sages, ancient and contemporary, are 
unanimous in praise of flowingness: 


Do not resist 
The journey’s flow 
And you will find yourself at One 
With the mysterious unity of the Universe ... 
Chuang Tzu 


RRR 


Disappearing in the flame ... Mystics will show you what true haikuists 
already know: 
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‘I, the fiery life of divine essence, am aflame beyond the beauty of 
the meadows, I gleam in the waters, and I burn in the sun, moon 
and stars ... |awaken everything to life.’ 


It was Hildegard von Bingen who uttered those magnificent words. What 
a haikuist she would have made, had she known of the technique, given 
her life-long engagement with the secret life of plants and stones. Another 
German mystic, Angelus Silesius, was a master of minimalist verse; 
though his strange couplets are generally too abstract to resemble haiku, 
he presents us with a fine, if cryptic, reason for disappearing: 


God, whose love and joy are present everywhere, 
Can’t come to visit you unless you aren’t there! 
(Version: GR) 


Are you all wrapped up? 


Only to the extent that a person 

exposes his or her self 

over and over again 

to annihilation 

can that which is 

indestructible 

arise 

within themselves ... 
Karlfried Graf Von Durkheim 
(The Way of Transformation) 


So, we hear this message from all sides, in many cultures, East and West, 
down through the ages. We cannot ignore it. The true haikuist cannot 
ignore it. It is his life’s breath. 


ak 
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Disappearing in the ordinary ... Haiku poems focus on ordinary, 
seasonal goings on around us. Some form of brain synchronization 
happens in the haiku moment and the ordinary becomes extraordinary. We 
do not need a magic wand, or magic mushrooms, to disappear. A turnip 
can take us there, a tree, a crow, a shadow on a lake, the hissing of geese. 


Meher Baba reminds us: ‘The best way to cleanse the heart and prepare 
for the stilling of the mind is to lead a normal, worldly life .’ 


i m’aonar anocht 
leis na torbain 
leis an gcruinne 


alone tonight 
with the tadpoles 
with the universe 
GR 


in the silver dewdrops 
vanishing... 
my house 
Issa 
(Trans. David G. Lanoue) 


The haikuist can disappear first thing in the morning, last thing at night, 
each haiku moment being a cleansing of the heart, a stilling of the mind, a 
vanishing. Where is the sane man or woman who, deep down, desires an 
unclean heart, an unstilled mind? 


tra an airgid ... 


cé stopann an satle, ca dtosnaionn an talamh? 
feadég ag glaoch 


silver strand ... 
where does water end and land begin? 
a whistling plover 
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Disappearing in light .... The haikuist’s focus is such that the 
interconnectedness of all things becomes radiantly apparent. The Mexican 
poet José Juan Tablada, who visited Japan, was one of the first 
Westerners to cultivate haiku: 


tierno sate 
casi oro, casi ambar, 
casi luz 
slight willow 
almost gold, almost amber, 


almost light 


(Version: GR) 


The effortless action of becoming, which is manifested a thousand times 
over in the daily world around us, was intuited in Tablada’s timeless 
haiku moment. And where is he? He has disappeared into the willow. Its 
lambent willowness. 


Rumi says: 


Open the window of your bosom 
Let the spirits fly in and out ... 


True haiku is an opening to an experience of freedom, fluency, 
spontaneity, a sharing of light. 


Angelus Silesius, in another of his immortal couplets, says: 
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Freund, so du etwas bist, so bleib doch ja nicht stehn: 
Man muss aus einem Licht fort in das andre gehn 


Friend, whatever you are, you must not stand still: 
One must from one light into the other spill 
(Trans. GR) 


Zen-Haiku Master, James W. Hackett, in his 4A Traveler’s Haiku 
(Hokuseido, 2004) offers us this: 


clinging to a twig 
now full of nothing but light — 
the end of summer 


Everything disappears ... One could say that everything disappears, or 
will one day: 


day after day 
bits of the chained bicycle 
disappear 
Annie Bachini 
(Presence #9) 


Bé Atsléime — 


arra(geacha & gcreimeadh 
sularbh ann don am 
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From self-infatuation to selflessness ...One is grossly visible in the 
world — to the world and to oneself — when one suffers from self- 
infatuation, self-engrossment, self-importance. Haiku is a streaming into 
the light in which self-infatuation cannot exist. The pure and purifying 
action of the haiku moment causes us to dissolve into another dimension. 
And who or what are we then? Creatures of light. Nothing more. Nothing 
less. And though we may return to the chiaroscuro of life, we are changed. 
We have, briefly, known our brilliant nature. The self has been sloughed 
and only Self remains. 


faint sunlight 
injecting the veins 
of a falling leaf 
GR 


he will not desert her! 
a bat 
circling the moon 
Gyotai 
(Version: GR) 


The melting of rigidity ... The haiku path is one of playful light, of love, 
of joy. As Sharon Salzberg teaches us in Loving-Kindness — The 
Revolutionary Art of Happiness: ‘Without the rigidity of concepts, the 
world becomes transparent and illuminated, as though lit from within. 
With this understanding, the interconnectedness of all that lives becomes 
very clear. We see that nothing is stagnant and nothing is fully separate 

> The haiku path breaks down ‘rigidity of concepts’ and the world 
becomes illumined. 


Indeed, were it not for this transparency, this inner luminescence, this 
interconnectedness, the haiku moment could not exist for us mortals at all 
and, so, it would be impossible for us to disappear in its clarity. 
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wk 


In many good haiku we spy a ‘miniature animated cosmos’, to borrow an 
apt phrase from Octavio Paz: 


out come the creepy crawlies 
all over the earth 
see? they have shadows 
Kuge 
(Version: GR) 


Disappearing in the garden ...Even maggots and beetles are part of the 
eternal flow. There is very little out there which does not possess 
mononoke, nature energy. 


Some haikuists may need to learn how to disappear, initially, in a wood, 
on an unruffled lake, on top of a mountain, out on the rolling sea, or 
simply by visiting a splendid garden. Ken Wilbur has noticed how a 
great garden can ‘pull the sensitive viewer out of him- or herself and into 
the garden, so completely that the separate self-sense disappears entirely 
and at least for a brief moment one is ushered into a nondual and timeless 
awareness.’ This is a good way for the apprentice haikuist to get an inkling 
of the quality of the haiku moments awaiting him/her. 


Once you experience the disappearance of ‘the separate self-sense’ you 
will know how haiku can authenticate this experience for you, over and 
over again. 


Find a garden, then, and bring the haiku masters with you, the Sufi poets, 
or the timeless couplets of Silesius: 


Die Seel, ein ewger Geist, ist tiber alle Zeit: 
Sie lebt auch in der Welt schon in der Ewigkeit 
The soul, an eternal spirit, is beyond time’s hold: 
Even in this world it is in eternity’s fold 
(Trans. GR) 
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Silesius also said Die Zeit ist Ewigkeit, Ewigkeit ist Zeit/Time is Eternity, 
Eternity is Time. Wu-men (1183 —1260) stated the same thing: 


One instant is eternity 
Eternity is the now ... 


If we miss out on this insight we cannot experience the tremendous 
explosion necessary to disappear. 


wk 


Disappearing in sound ... As the haikuist’s art deepens, magnificent 
gardens, mountains and gorges will become totally unnecessary. The 
haikuist will disappear anywhere, in a shallow brook, a sewer, in a 
steaming dunghill! Alchemists call this a distillation. 


Even in great cities, New York or Baghdad, we can disappear: ‘feel the 
delight/ of walking in the noisy streets/ and being the noise’ (Rumi). We 
can see a similarity here with disappearing into music. The Fuke sect in 
Japan used the bamboo flute (shakuhachi) to enter into a state of absolute 
sound known as fettei on. They had a saying: ‘Become a Buddha in one 
sound.’ What kind of a sound is that? It is the sound heard in mountain 
streams, waterfalls, rapids and cascades by the great, wandering haikuist 
Santodka and even, one suspects, a sound heard as he urinated on weeds. 


In haiku — one-breath poetry — we can disappear into a buddhafield. What 
is to hold us back? The city? The woods? The forests? The flowers? The 
clouds? The rain? The mountains? 


amidst the deep mountains 
on my hat 
only the sound of falling leaves 
Kikusha-ni 


(Japanese Women Artists by Patricia Fister, Spencer Art Museum, 1988) 
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a summer storm 
each and every raindrop 
bearing its own sound 
Robert Bebek 


their hungry cry 
carried away by clouds 
to where there are no gulls 
GR 


And silence ... 


more silent than the hour 
before stars awake 
silence of the cats 
GR 


ak 


Laurence Sterne says, ‘Eloquence does not arise from a laboured and far- 
fetched elocution, but from a surprising mixture of simplicity and 
majesty.’ This simplicity and majesty is often found among the so-called 


unlettered members of society and in the oral literatures of the world. 


Listen to the Elders...As you perfect the art of reading and writing haiku, 
the wisdom of the elders will become manifestly clear. The Ojibway 
taught us this: ‘ My son! A lone wolf is rarely found in the wild. Wolves 
are social creatures like you and me. Just as you watch over your sister, so 
does a wolf watch over his brother. Just as you listen to your father, so 
does the wolf listen to his mother. Just as our family eats together, so too 


does the wolf. My son! Our people and the wolves are the same.’ 
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becoming a cow 
would be fine — morning naps 
and the evening cool 
Shik6 
(A Haiku Menagerie) 


Longing to disappear ... There seems to be a deep longing in the human 
spirit to disappear — that is to say, to know its own nature.. The great 
Portuguese poet Fernando Pessoa says, ‘Fly, bird, fly away, teach me 
how to disappear!’ 


This longing becomes manifest early on, in the games of childhood, in 
hide and seek. Do we miss those games as adults? Did we ever truly 
understand their significance? ‘Nature loves to hide,’ said Heraclitus. 


A ted crab 

hiding in the sand — 

pure waters 
Fukuda Kodojin 
(Old Taoist: the Life, Art and Poetry of Fukuda Kodojin 
(1865 —1944) Stephen Addiss with Jonathan Chaves, 
Columbia University Press, 1999) 


a winter squall 
hid in the bamboos 
and lost itself 
Basho 
(Version: Noel Griffin) 
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Playful innocence ...The haiku moment is a disappearance into the 
playful, innocent world of childhood. One may ask, was it ever that 
innocent? Did it not always suggest the possibility of pain and fear, 
reinforced by fairy tales that bristled with ogres and wolves? Is the 
innocence we associate with childhood some form of intense longing in 
mankind for an Eden, a Utopia that may or may not have existed? 


One way or the other, the innocence of childhood has always been 
threatened, by slave labour, by sexual and other forms of abuse, by hunger 
and disease and even, in certain parts of the world today, by children’s 
armies. And yet, it is possible to restore lost innocence, by disappearing 
into the haiku moment, the spirit which is endless, unborn, eternal. 


only a half-squawk 
from the crow — 
but what a chorus it sets off 
GR 


A second before, or a second afterwards, and this haiku moment would not 
have existed. But such haiku moments can happen frequently, several 
times a day. And as we dip into their purity — their singularity or the 
concatenation of events which they can fire — are we not momentarily 
released from the burdens of responsibility and rationality, from sins real 
or imagined, and plunged, fearlessly, into the cleansing flow of things? 

We never really lost our ability to be delighted and surprised by the colour, 
taste, sound, odour and texture of things. We may think we did, we may 
feel we did, but the haiku moment brings it all back. We begin to see 
again, as we once saw: 


around the eyes 
of the old fisherman 
permanent ripples 
George Swede 
(Almost Unseen, Brooks Books 2000) 
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You Are A Star! 


Man is not body. The heart, the spirit, is man. 
and this spirit is an entire star out of which he is built. 
If therefore a man is perfect in his heart, 
nothing in the whole light of Nature 
is hidden from him. 
Paracelsus 


wk 


For many people, the desire to disappear is mere escapism. Take, for 
instance, the largest group of foreigners in Japan, Koreans known as 
Zainichi. They are under constant pressure to conform. Their cultural and 
linguistic identity becomes brittle. (See Japanese Society by Yoshio 
Sugimoto, Cambridge University Press, 1997). 


One of these Koreans, Kidong Kang, uses haiku to express his desire to 
flee the very home of haiku itself: 


swallow left behind 
makes me want to fly 
Zainichi me 
(quoted in Modern Haiku, Winter-Spring 2004) 


creimthe ag urnaithe 
fallai sceiteacha 
Mhainistir Bhuirios Ul! 


worn oul from prayers 
the crumbling walls 
of Burrishoole Abbey 
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Bob Dylan says he likes to disappear because it’s not good being too 
conspicuous. He says Christ was too conspicuous and they crucified him. 
Everything today is far too conspicuous, in one’s face. A million times less 
would be too much. We can learn from the old fox: 


concealing his tail 
among heads of barley 
old fox 
Tesshi 


wok 


Most adults no longer know how to disappear. There was a man who only 
passed away a few years ago in Conamara and he had the Ortha na 
Dofheictheachta (the Charm for Disappearing). He could go through a 
village with his donkey and cart, carrying a keg of illicit spirits, and 
having uttered the ortha there wasn’t a policeman on earth or a spy- 
satellite in the sky that was capable of spotting him. Or so they 

say... 


Mad monk disappears ... Boating is also conducive to the gentle art of 
disappearance. As Thoreau reflected: ‘Sometimes as I drift on Walden 
Pond I cease to exist and begin to be ...” The eccentric monk Ikkyu 
compressed incredible energy into astounding poems and beautiful haiku. 
This energy came from disappearing into the void. He too was drifting, on 
Lake Biwa, near Kyoto, when suddenly — Caaaaaaaaaaaaaaaw! — a crow 
shatters the silence and Ikkyu disappears in boundless satori. 


The same crow might have had no effect whatsoever on him a few seconds 
earlier or a few seconds later. Disappearing happens unexpectedly, out of 
the blue. It’s a type of spontaneous combustion. Another lake, combining 
stillness, movement and sound: 
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across the still lake 
through upcurls of morning mist — 
the cry of a loon 
(The Haiku Anthology, Ed. Cor van den Heuvel, 
W.W. Norton, 1999) 


And nowhere is the poet, O. Mabson Southard, to be seen! 


wok 


Lakes, mountains, ruins ... Lake districts are not strictly necessary for 
haiku poets. Sure, some of them like to hang around ruins or disappear in 
strange landscapes: 


bluebells among ruins 
the nameless fields 
beyond 
Sean Mac Mathina 


The poignancy of history emerges here, memory and loss of memory. 
With language shift (from Irish to English,) and with massive emigration, 
considerable areas of landscape lost or changed their identity and name; 
and lost, too, was all the lore and legend surrounding the names. 
Paradoxically, the above haiku also shows us life amid decay; the last 
word of the haiku seems to bring us to an area that transcends the 
vicissitudes of time and history. We disappear into the ‘beyond’. 


/ j i 
nil rétteach [os 


ar chéimseata an (sok 


Downpatrick Head — 
the geometry of light 


unsolved 
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We cannot see the whole world. We see it in haikuful glimpses: 


asteptand eclipsa 
un pahar cu vin rosu 
pentru fiecare 


awaiting the solar eclipse 
a glass of red wine 
for everyone 
Ton Codrescu 
(Mountain Voices, Ami-Net 2000) 


We see the world — in Catalonia (where the Romanian haikuist was at the 
time) or, next, in Japan - in its moment-to-moment becoming: 


water spiders 
big and little rings 
may be a family 
Fujino Sunao 
(Haiku International 1995) 


A becoming world of miraculous interconnectedness: 


persimmons getting soft 
day by day 
more birds 
Iwakoshi Seifi 
(ibid.) 


REE 
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More birds ... Our haiku would be limited or deficient in many ways if 
we saw birds as mere pleasant, aerial acrobats, their singing nothing but 
sweetness. Birds are also rapacious. 


The Buddha’s quest for enlightenment really began not when he first 
witnessed those things previously veiled from him - pampered prince as he 
was - namely suffering, disease and death; his quest subconsciously 
commenced on witnessing the royal ritual of spring ploughing, birds of 
various species squabbling for food, for worms and grubs that were 
invisible before the red earth was turned. So, in haiku, all aspects of 
nature, and our own, are revealed. And becoming-ness is celebrated for its 


mystery: 


how a brook so small 
becomes in its wanderings 
a pathway for stars 
Foster Jewell 
(Passing Moments, 1974) 


wk 


You can disappear anywhere! Chang Chiu-ch’en was in the toilet when 
he heard the croak of a frog piercing the universe, turning the whole world 
into a single family! 


wok 


The transparency of pure haiku can enter our lives, informing and 
transfiguring the invisible warp and woof of our selves: 


some of the sails 
become transparent 
in the spring mist 
Konagai Kazuko 
(ibid.) 
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Angelic moments ...We disappear because pure haiku are not authored by 
us: they are mediated through us once we become invisible. Each pure 
haiku that arises from a deep, genuine haiku moment is an unravelling of 
our physicality, through the seen towards the unseen, from the part to the 
whole, from little details to the invisible order that holds the universe 
together. 


These angelic moments do not simply describe cute or pretty scenes found 
in juvenile pseudo-haiku. Nor are these angelic moments some sensitive 
re-imagining or re-fashioning of works of nature by the fanciful mind. 
These angelic moments are what they are — an experience of the freedom, 
the swiftness, the grace and the wisdom of angels. This grace reflects the 
light of seasons, the moods of seasons, the time of the day ... in the play 
of light itself, nature in its frolicsome state, in wistfulness, in all its 
grandeur of sights and sounds and in its immense silence. 


Everything that is out there is also within. One might say there is a cosmos 
without and a cosmos within. In the haiku moment they are drawn together 
as one, each and every time. And, over time, the distinction becomes less 
and less. What a great gift is this grace we call haiku. Do accept it. 


aK 


Haiku and non-haiku ...Strictly speaking, there are no bad or mediocre 
haiku. There are only excellent haiku — and non-haiku. A woman is 
pregnant or she is not. A haiku is pregnant or it is not. Strictly speaking, 
there are no first prizes, simply haiku that qualify and those that do not. 
Haikuists who understand this are incapable of envy or jealousy: good 
haiku, from whatever source, fill them with amazement and admiration, be 
the subject a mouse or a mountain. Squabbles in the haiku community — or 
in any community - are indicative of not enough disappearing going on! 


wok 
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Do we know what we see? Seeing is truly a mystery. Hans Magnus 
Enzensberger has a couplet: 


Mach die Augen auf und das Erscheinende ist verschwunden 
Mach die Augen zu und das Verschwundene erscheint 
Open your eyes and that which appeared has vanished 
Close your eyes and that which vanished appears 
(Trans. GR) 


wk 


Disappearing in the game ... There should always be a certain 
playfulness and sprightliness in our lives, if we are to disappear. The word 
“play” itself is hidden in the word haiku. Hindus speak of Leela, “cosmic 
play”. In the West we speak of Homo Ludens. Haiku can be our game. Not 
a competitive game, mind you. Think of it in terms outlined by Meher 
Baba: 


“To penetrate into the essence of all being and significance, and to 
release the fragrance of that inner attainment for the guidance and 
benefit of others, by expressing in the world of forms — truth, love, 
purity and beauty — this is the sole game that has any intrinsic and 
absolute worth.’ 


Disappearing with the birds ... In a profile of larger-than-life travel- 
writer Redmond O’ Hanlon (Zhe Guardian, Review, 8. 11. 03), Andrew 
Brown says of bird-watching: “To watch them with the right devoted 
attention brings on a sort of ecstasy in which the unwinged world recedes.’ 
Yes indeed, and the haikuist who brings ‘the right devoted attention’ to his 
craft discovers a pristine quality in the living world in which, Adam-and- 
Eve-like, things are seen and named for the first time: 
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on the tip of the 
newly sprouted bamboo ... 
a baby sparrow 
Issa 
(Trans. David G. Lanoue) 


Yes, the successful haiku is truly a fine balancing-act! 


lake goose 
gooselake 


Lake Goose 
(GR) 


sitting in air 
a crow on something 
snowed on 
Raymond Roseliep 
(Global Haiku, Twenty Five Poets World-wide, Ed. 
George Swede & Randy Brooks , Iron Press & Mosaic 
Press, 2000) 


By ‘right devoted attention’ to haiku we mean a pointed attentiveness 
which, paradoxically, is also an emptying of the mind, allowing the 
thousand things — as Dogen refers to phenomena — to enter our sphere of 
consciousness: 


the alchemist bee 
nothing on its mind 
but liquid gold 
GR 
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Stepping back ... It is when the self steps back, withdraws 
unconditionally, in the haiku moment - and in that moment’s spontaneous, 
immediate (or subsequent) re-creation in words - only then does the 
universe begin to appear. We must disappear to allow its appearance. 


Naturalist W H Hudson reminds us: ‘Unless the soul goes out to see what 
we see we do not see it; nothing do we see, not a beetle, not a blade of 
grass.’ Every haikuist worth his salt knows this from experience. 


Those who see the small are called clear-headed, 
Those who hold to gentleness are called strong 
Lao Tzu 


When you rest in quietness and your image of yourself fades, 

and your image of the world fades, 

and your ideas of others fade, what’s left? 

A brightness, a radiant emptiness that is simply what you are ... 
Adyashanti 


a church spire only 
through the mist 
a wingless silence 
GR 


wok 


The way of unobtrusiveness ...With so much violence, poverty, hunger 
and injustice in the world, with languages in decay and all their 
accumulated treasures of songs and sayings dying with them, species after 
species being wiped out, so many broken homes, broken hearts, what 
gives us the right to enjoy quiet moments with haiku? This: haiku teaches 
us to be unobtrusive, to walk lightly, invisibly, in this world. It may not be 
too fanciful to claim, as some do, in relation to the rise of global haiku on 
the internet and the proliferation of haiku exchanges via e-mail, that such 
activity performs a virtual harae or cleansing of the world’s kegare or 
pollution; such purification has always been an integral part of Shinto 
ritual. 
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‘Osla Acla 
nil teora leis an léithe 


Tarrarg muff SP tf 


Achill coast 
the ever-enduring greyness 


yk SCa sky 


By its very size, the haiku cultivates an empathy with all things similarly 
small, all things struggling to live and to breathe and to flower. (If asked to 
opt for Thomas Jefferson’s “bigger is better’ or E. F. Schumacher’s 
“small is beautiful”, what would you say?) 


By flowering in haiku consciousness, we contribute to a fragrance which 
makes the world bearable and our lives liveable. The act of haiku is 
uncompromisingly compassionate. 
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leaving them alone 
moonlight 
on roses 
ai li 
(Cold Morning. An International haiku anthology, ed. Margaret 
Saunders, Hamilton Haiku Press, Canada, 1998) 


aK 


Santdka saw beauty even in a miserable coin thrown his way, a small coin 
with barely any purchase value: 


the glint 
from a little coin 
thrown my way 


The dynamic of the successful haiku is such that choice language matches 
succinctness of form, creating just the right touch, the right tone, to escape 
the clichéd, chocolate-box cover it could so easily have been. 


By using the intrusive ‘I’ as seldom as possible, the haikuist can become 
spectral, invisible, universal, of the same essence as the moonlight, the 
glint of a thrown coin. 


wok 


Haiku for its own sake ... We live in a world obsessed with profit and 
loss, a world in which our actions are expected to show some gain, some 
material usefulness. Disappearing in the haiku moment might seem, 
therefore, to be a form of sacrilege. How does it honour the god of our age, 
Mammon? 


There is an interesting story about a Christian missionary in China. No 
doubt he was sincere enough in what he was trying to achieve but, as often 
happens, he was finding it difficult to come to terms with the niceties of an 
ancient civilization. Out on a contemplative stroll, he comes across a 
Chinese priest chanting in a temple. Curious as to know what exactly this 
was all about, when the chanting stops the missionary approaches the 
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priest. ‘To whom were you praying just now?’ he asks. The Chinese priest 
is puzzled. Strange questions these missionaries ask, he thinks. “To whom 
was I praying? To no one at all,’ comes the honest reply. The missionary is 
stumped. To no one at all? How can this be? ‘Well then, tell me please,’ he 
enquires, ‘for what were you praying?’ Again, the Chinese priest is taken 
aback. He answers plainly: ‘For what was I praying? For nothing.’ The 
missionary looks at him. Is this fathomable? For nothing? He purses his 
lips. There’s nothing much to be gained here, he says to himself, and 
makes as if to leave. The priest calls after him. The missionary turns, 
thinking to himself, ‘What next?’ The Chinese priest smiles. ‘And there 
was no one praying, you know.’ 


Haiku reaches its purest form in such purposelessness and egolessness: 
grace for no other purpose but grace itself. By sloughing off all concepts, 
all preconceptions, all judgments and fashions, by burning the furniture of 
the mind, the haikuist becomes disinterested — which is not to say aloof. 
‘Disinterested contemplation of nature and art brings about a state of mind 
which is universal in that it can transcend the individual ego,’ says Anna 
Bonshek in Mirror of Consciousness, Art, Creativity and Veda (Motilal 
Banarsidass Publishers, 2001). Let us always keep the universality of 
haiku in mind. It now belongs to the world. 


A Starting Point 


My starting point is 
the fundamental initial fact 
that each one of us 
is perforce linked 
by all material organic and psychic strands 
of his being 
to all 
that surrounds him ... 
Teilhard de Chardin 
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Reminder ... If you haven’t taken a pause recently, do so now. Or flick 
back through the pages. Did you read a haiku that impressed you or 
astonished you? If so, does it still impress you? Can you say why? 


Are you beginning to have faith in haiku? Or do you suspect that the wool 
is being pulled over your eyes? There are many deceptions in the world. 
But haiku is not one of them. Make up your own mind. But first, give your 
mind another rest while remembering that it is not mind but the temporary 
absence of mind which will facilitate your disappearance. 


Shri Ranjit Maharaj says: ‘Go deep in yourself, so deep that you 
disappear.’ 


Deep ecology ... All the creepy crawlies of this world, the bugs and 
insects and worms, all have their place and their function in deep ecology. 
When we begin to notice the vibrancy of the microcosm close to hand, we 
learn to appreciate the grandeur — and the frailty — of the macrocosm and 
man’s place in the larger picture. 


Enjoying quiet moments with haiku does not mean reclining on a rose- 
scented divan — it is noticing the smallest things as they go into 
hibernation, or emerge. The haikuist utters the canticle of all creatures: 


morning breeze 
in the hairs 
of a caterpillar 
Buson 
(Version: GR) 


And how lovely that it’s morning! This is a true wake-up-call haiku. 


wok 
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In early 2004, the CBS Evening News ran a series called Man V. Nature. 
Versus! Mountain lions, alligators ... all out to get you. Around about the 
same time the Pentagon was warning about the threat of global warming. 
We’ve got it wrong. Haiku is a way back to sanity and wholeness. 


Disappearing in the haiku moment is to re-appear refreshed and re- 
energised in this floating world: 


vrbe na obali 
kap pokap jutarnje rose 
pada u reku 


willows by the riverbank — 
drop by drop of morning dew 
falling into the river 
DuSan Mijajlovié Adski 
(A Jug for Dew, Punta, 2002) 


As in Tablada’s willow-haiku earlier on, there is more happening here 
than meets the eye. Drop by drop is suggestive of the flow of time. Are we 
in the moment-to-moment flow or are we carried along by it, 
unconsciously? 


Taken by surprise ... The haiku moment is perceived in the present but, 
of course, the dew becomes the river, eventually to join the seas, the 
winds, the rains and, in evaporation, the whole process of existence begins 
anew, out of the past, into the present and beyond. The discerning and 
witnessing of the naturalness and the meaningfulness of such cycles is one 
of the important gifts of haiku. 
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vanishing 
in heat shimmers ... 
the simple hut 
Issa 
(Version: GR) 


Issa was only too well aware of how everything and everyone eventually 
disappears — even loved ones before their time. Heat shimmers are heat 
shimmers. They may not be particularly attractive to every eye. But the 
haikuist presents them and their actions as an event, a significant haiku 
event. And how can we ever tire of these manifestations, if we are truly 
alive? 


If we lose the capacity to be surprised, we forfeit the deep core of our 
humanity. Le us remind ourselves that for the Greeks, thaumazein — 
wonder — was the beginning of all philosophy. 

Wonder is the title of a poem by the wonderful Thomas Traherne in 
which he says: 


- | within did flow 

With seas of life, like wine; 

I nothing in the world did know 
But ’twas divine. 


This is the epitaph of every successful life, the alpha and omega of a 
haikuist’s span on earth. 


wok 


Flowing to a stop ... the poet has mentioned one of our key-words, 
‘flow’; did you notice? Flow is the essential haiku ingredient, the 
happiness ingredient, the life-stuff. We can also flow towards a 
momentary stop: 
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gazing so long 
at the clock — something inside me 
comes to a stop 
Lucian Suciu 
(Knots: An Anthology of Southeastern European Haiku Poetry, Ed. 
Dimitar Anakiev and Jim Kacian, 1999) 


Infusion ... Infusion in the other is the key to disappearing in the haiku 
moment. Osho used to say it was a bit like sex. It is, in a way, except that 
celibates can do it. An unsung poet, Govinda Krishna Chettur, says: 


You are the Rose of me, 
In you have I lost myself, utterly ... 


(The Golden Treasury of Indo-Anglian Poetry, 
New Delhi, 1970) 


Becoming invisible ... When we talk here about disappearing, it is not 
something out of The Invisible Man. This is not science fiction. Robert 
Spiess, a prophet of modern haiku, speculated thus: “The relation of the 
poet to a now-moment of awareness that will be the basis of a haiku 
should be like water pouring into water ...’ What haiku was he reading at 
the time? This one by Bash, perhaps? 


pouring the hot day 
into the sun 
the River Mogami 
(Version: GR) 
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Flow and merge ... the way of disappearing ... In many countries, from 
Ireland to India, rivers are deities, goddesses. Not surprisingly, there are 
many classical scriptural references to rivers and their flow: 


As the rivers flowing east and west 
Merge in the sea and become one with it, 
Forgetting they were ever separate rivers, 
So do all creatures lose their separateness 
When they merge at last into pure Being 
Chandogya Upanishad 


wok 


The River of Time ... Zen-Haiku Master James W. Hackett tells us 
about another river: ‘In India, millions of pilgrims continue to revere the 
Ganges as the world’s most holy river. Meanwhile Time, life’s most sacred 
stream, flows inexorably on, seldom reverenced or even regarded, save for 
an enlightened few.’ 


a corpse 
in the Ganges 
a crow takes a ride 
GR 


In the flowingness of air and water and wind we can learn what our own 
true nature is. As Langston Hughes wrote in The Negro Speaks of Rivers 
(1921): 
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I’ve known rivers: 
Ancient, dusky rivers. 
My soul has grown deep like the rivers ... 


wok 


Merge and flow ... this is how to disappear ... Glorious as many 
scriptures are, true haiku can rival them or surpass them in beauty by 
showing, not merely felling, by dynamic, physical expression of 
transcendental experience, as opposed to lofty speculation and obtuse 
terminology. 


wok 


A Samoan vision .... Well, we have encountered a number of rivers 
above, one in Eastern Europe, another in Japan, the Ganges, the reference 
to rivers in general from the Upanishads, the rivers in the poem by 
Hughes and Hackett’s river of time. Where do you live? Most cities are 
founded on rivers. You live on a street, more than likely. Wouldn’t it be 
interesting to see what the idea of a street must have felt like to a Samoan 
chief a mere 100 years ago? 


Tuiavii says: “The Papalagi (white people) live like a sea mussel in fixed 
housing. They live between stones, like centipedes between cracks of lava 
... ” It looks like the wise chief was anticipating the once-popular song 
‘Little Boxes’, doesn’t it? ‘And they’re all made out of ticky-tacky and 
they all look just the same!’ 


The chief goes on to describe how he imagines our dwellings: ‘These 
boxes of stone are grouped together closely in large numbers, no tree, no 
bush separates them ... at a distance of a stone’s throw, at the other side, 
there is an equal series of boxes of stone ... between both rows there is 
just a narrow crack, called “street” by the Papalagi. This crack is often as 
long as a river and covered with hard stones ...’ 

(Recorded by Erich Scheurmann) 


Chief Tuiavii preached a good sermon to his people and we, whether 
Papalagi or not, should take note: not to be obdurate, to be fluid, free, not 
to be encased, to find inspiration in the sun, the breeze, the swelling 
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oceans, the soaring birds, the vanishing clouds, not to be dictated to by that 
little thing which we wear on our wrist, something that calculates what 
Tuiavii has heard we call ‘time’. And time draws our consciousness into 
the future, away from the now, into an unnatural flow. What time is it? 
Oh, an important meeting at three. 

Osho, who may not always have lived as wisely as he spoke, wisely said: 
‘If you are in the future, then ego seems to be very substantial. If you are 
in the present the ego is a mirage, it starts disappearing.’ 


wok 


Haiku is a powerful time-stopper. The haiku moment cannot be measured 
by time, or bound by time. It is outside of time. As such, it is a sacred 
moment. Ellen Davis could have been talking about the uniqueness of the 
haiku moment when she said: ‘The sacred moment lives outside of time 
and therefore it cannot judge, for it has no past or future to compare itself 
to.’ 


wk 


Those who think haiku is something slight, something artificial, should 
think again. True haiku moments are sacred. Bede Griffiths noted how a 
lot of the time we feverishly anticipate some imagined excitement: 


“We have to learn to step back from this into the freedom and possibility 
of the present.’ 


November maples — 
cascade of crimson 
anointing the dawn 
Myrna Sloam 


What could be more sacred than to use the syllables of a mantra to count 
fish: 
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NA-MU-A-MI-DA 
the way my dead mother 
counted her sardines 
Tsuruta Kyoko 
(Haiku International 1995) 


Non-grasping ... 


cranes left 
without taking 
anything 
Kida Senjo 
(Haiku International 1995) 


The sensibility of pure haiku can be perceived in this exquisite observation 
of the cranes. Let us call it the ‘non-grasping’ effect. The birds disappear. 
They have taken nothing, not a berry, not a grain of rice. The nature of ego 
is grasping, craving, desiring. The nature of egolessness is non-grasping, 
non-craving — pure witness. 


What has caused the wars we have known in our time? Grasping. 


kK 


Collapse of territoriality ... In the sacred moment in which haiku is 
conceived and born, the haikuist is no longer grossly visible to himself or 
others. What comes into his sphere of vision is not shooed away as an 
intruding presence, or grasped selfishly, rather it is contemplated freely 
with all the senses. Territoriality collapses in sharing, in silent music — Ja 
musica callada of John of the Cross ... 
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silence — 
the sound of a bird walking 
on scattered leaves 
Ryishi 


pomlando jutro 
zgodnje ptice zobljejo 
tanko tiSino 
spring morning 
early birds are pecking 
the thin silence 
Silva Mizerit 
(SEASONS, The Magazine of the Haiku Club of Slovenia, 
Autumn/Winter 2005 No. 28/29) 


We know, or should know, that wars have been about territoriality, spheres 
of influence, geo-political strategies. We cannot end wars until we have 
the mind and the disposition of Rydshi, so that all things, from centipedes 
to quadrupeds to bipeds can walk unthreatened on the earth. 


Might there be something in a name, some inherent quality in our given 
name that shapes who we become? It would seem that the name ‘Ryushi’ 
suggests versatility and spontaneity. Flow! 


When the notion of territoriality and tribalism begins to implode on itself, 
then home is anywhere, everywhere. After all, if you know anything about 
geology, where your little country — or continent - appears on the map is 
not where it was, or what it was, some billions of years ago. 


with every gust 
the butterfly finds a new home 
on the willow 
Basho 
Version: Noel Griffin) 
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Distinctions flow and become fluid ... 


opening their hearts 
ice and water 
are friends again 
Teishitsu 


wok 


What effect does haiku have on the world? We can only guess. Each 
true haiku brings a little more clarity and harmony into the world and 
global haiku today increases this possibility: 


One after another 
as the birds dip their sharp beaks — 
water-rings of spring 
Katd Koko 
(Four Seasons: Haiku Anthology Classified by 
Season Words, Ed. Kokéd Katd, Ko Poetry 
Association, 1991) 


kK 


Invisible words ... Sometimes, as the haikuist disappears, transported by 
the ineffable beauty or thusness or ‘itness’ of his surroundings, words 
disappear. One is in the world but lost to the world, lost for words. One 
must call upon words, recall their shape and sound, and there is a certain 
poignancy in all of this because what words can adequately convey the 
immensity of creation as it expresses itself in one revelation after another? 
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wow! ... that’s all 
upon the blossom-covered 
hills of Yoshino 
Teishitsu 


That’s all, folks ... Perhaps a haiku such as this could not have appeared 
without the disappearance of many others: Teishitsu destroyed thousands 
of his haiku. 


wok 


Do not go to Yoshino ... Do not visit the hills of Yoshino — do not go 
anywhere - with the intention of writing a haiku. And don’t copy the 
masters - that would be as boring as two halves of a melon, as Basho 
warned. (Study the greats, by all means). 


It has been pointed out in Haiku Enlightenment that our preparations for 
the haiku moment will be foiled by intentionality. In his Divine Beauty, 
The Invisible Embrace (Bantam Press, 2003), John O’ Donohue 
eloquently states: ‘Beauty is a free spirit and will not be trapped within the 
grid of intentionality. In the light of beauty, the strategies of the ego melt 
like a web against a candle...’ 


If you go on a ginko or compositional stroll, be passively aware, that is all. 
Observe the appearance and reappearance of phenomena, and the half-hid: 


Spring snowfall 
on the tucked-in heads 
of drifting sea birds 
H. F. Noyes 
(Four Seasons) 


An insect living 
in the stone animal’s mouth — 
time of melting snow 
Kato Kenko 
(ibid) 
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When the art of reading true haiku develops, the reader, too, can 
momentarily disappear, into the colour of a leaf or a blossom: 


plum blossoms — 
red, red 


red 
Izen 


Those who have looked at Izen’s original Japanese detect a note of idiocy 
in the diction. One way of dropping out of blue-collar, white-collar or 
collarless society is to become a ‘holy fool’. But only through wisdom can 
such foolishness be acquired. 


RRR 


And into colourlessness ... 


after the storm 
fog off the sea 
curling into snail shells 
Sean Mac Mathuna 


wok 


Into an absence ... 


the lake smoothes over 
and that loon 
still hasn’t come back up 
David Elliott 
(ibid.) 
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Let’s have a World Haiku Day and all disappear at once! It would ease 
some of the world’s weight, its stony gravity. 


RRR 


Kabir vanishes ... The great Indian poet, Kabir (1398 — 1518), did a 
famous vanishing act. His Hindu followers longed to claim him after his 
death. He was theirs. His Muslim followers wished to do the same. Didn’t 
he belong to them? Scuffles broke out. But to whom did Kabir belong? 
The Hindus? The Muslims? 


On lifting his death-shroud they discovered that the poet’s body had 
disappeared. Nothing left but a bunch of flowers. A scent. Maybe he was 
trying to tell us something? 


Santdka advised us not to care a fig for the fashions, follies and 
figurations of the times we live in. He composed his haiku ‘in a state of 
mind and body cast off’. 


Today’s world is constantly in search of the latest thing, the latest fashion 
or fad, the latest diet, the latest label, the new kid on the block. This 
craving, this dis-ease, is really an incapacity to view everything — 
absolutely everything - as new. 


Shiki told his disciple Kyoshi: ‘If you examine a moonflower closely your 
previous mental images will completely disappear ...” Sound haiku talk! 


the old carp’s 

red-cornered eyes — 

cherry petals falling 
Mutsuo Takahashi 
(Haiku: The poetic key to Japan, Mutsuo 
Takahasi, Hakudo Inoue, Kazuya Takaoka, 
PIE Books, Tokyo, 2003) 
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Eye-deology ... Haiku teaches us a path of deepening serenity. It is not an 
anaesthetic. Disappearing is not running away. With no full stop at the 
end, the haiku experience trails off into infinity. Its taste lingers long after 
we have returned to so-called normal consciousness. 

All we have to do, then, is to see — it’s an eye-deology! ‘If thine eye is 
clear ...” We do not have to know anything: 


Primavera 
Spring has come now 
No one knows how 
Antonio Machado 


(Trans. GR) 
the orchard path 
disappearing 
into blossom haze 
Patricia Neubauer 
(Four Seasons) 
KKK 


A time for every purpose ... In today’s world there is an unremitting 
bombardment of sexual imagery, much of it unsolicited. In haiku and 
senryu we see sex as a normal healthy activity — but not something that is 
meant to be incessant: 


deep in the ground 
male and female organs too 
are hibernating 
Kakujird 
(Version: GR) 
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The profound wisdom of haiku is rooted in the rhythms, colours, sounds, 
sights, odours and moods of seasonal activity, singly and together. A time 
for every purpose under heaven. How swiftly haiku penetrates to the 
manifold mystery of time: 


snow again — 
how much my son’s footprint 
have grown 
Izumi Kaneko 
(International Haiku Magazine ‘Troubadour’, Ginyu, No. 21, 2004) 


wok 


Haiku can teach us a joyous — not a gloomily fatalistic — acceptance of the 

world as it is. Reading and writing haiku brings us ever closer to what a 
spring morning is, or an autumn evening, until we disappear into its 
mystery and become one with the rain, the sunshine, experiencing the 
nature of mornigness or nightness fully in themselves, with our invisible 
participation. For a split second, the world can belong to a hototogiso, a 
little mountain cuckoo: 


making an echo 

a hototogiso 

sings as it pleases 
Hisajo 


It is as it is. It might also be more than it is. There’s a Japanese saying: 
‘The bird that cries korokoro in the mountain rice-field I know to be a 
hototogiso — yet it may have been my father, it may have been my 
mother.’ 


Ari no mama, things as they are, no embellishments, no gilding of the lily, 
this is found in the folk-literature of all lands: 
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if nothing touches 
the palm-leaves 
they do not rustle 
(African proverb) 


wok 


Shakespeare emphasises in King John what the haikuist instinctively 
knows: 


To gild refinéd gold, to paint the lily, 

To throw a perfume on the violet, 

To smooth the ice, or add another hue 

Unto the rainbow, or with taper light 

To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess... 


Issa’s work, like that of all great haikuists, is imbued with ari no mama: 


the snail 
goes to sleep and wakes up 
just as he is 
(A Haiku Menagerie) 


In things as they are we find real insight, real contentment and haiku is one 
of the most powerful tools available to all of us towards this end, which is 
not an end but an experience of no-beginning, no-end: 


evening hailstones 
lashing the branches - 
their whiteness 
Suju Takano 
(Version: GR) 
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Things as they are. Just so! No striving. Becoming the invisible haiku 
witness, the whiteness, the silent participant. Wallace Stevens in Adagia 
declares, ‘The poet is the priest of the invisible.’ 


In growing dark 

only the sound falls: 

dry magnolia leaf 
Anna Holley 
(Four Seasons) 


Alive alive-o! 


Enlightenment is any experience 
of expanding our consciousness 
beyond its present limits. 
We could also say that perfect enlightenment 
is realizing that we have no limits at all, 
and that the entire universe is 
alive ... 
Thaddeus Golas 
(Lazy Man’s Guide to Enlightenment, 1972) 


gaoisthocal na sléibhle — 
gulai, consain, s1osaigh 
fdir na toslanna 


mountain mantra — 


vowels, consonants, sibilants 
belween silences 
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Is it safe to disappear? From minute to minute we change. The entity we 
call the (inflated) self, what exactly was it some minutes ago, some years 
ago? The same? Surely not! 


The real Self is unchanging. Some people who experiment with advanced 
techniques of meditation — without the necessary physiological and 
neurological stability needed for the job, or with an inadequate intellectual 
understanding of the mechanics of consciousness — such people can 
experience traumatic personality disorders. Stuff from the past can surface 
and unhinge us. Haiku, on the other hand, is a safe technique. Please refer 
to our title — the gentle art of disappearing. The haikuist momentarily 
identifies with the phenomena perceived in the haiku moment — “so close 
an identification with the object that the unstable mentalizing self 
disappears”. (Introduction, The Penguin Book of Zen Poetry, ed. Lucien 
Stryk). 


For the haikuist who has too many thoughts, some form of physical work 
is recommended — walking, doing some chores with the hands. This is 
why we see so many orders of monks engaged in physical work in the 
fields. It’s important to achieve a balance. 


One may also favour foods and beverages that tend to cool rather than 
excite the physiology. Brahmi is an Ayurvedic herb which can increase 
alertness and strengthen the central nervous system and Mentat is a 
powerful Ayurvedic combination of herbs which pacifies the overactive 
mind. Green tea is also good for calming and clarity. 


There are also certain types of music which may be good for the brain, 
traditional Irish music, traditional percussion from Bali (gamelan), 
classical Baroque, classical Indian music. Mozart has a calming and 
elevating effect on many people. So, calm alertness is the key to haiku — 
and to so much else in life. 
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Francis Story (Dimensions of Buddhist Thought, Buddhist Publication 
Society, Kandy, Sri Lanka 1976) was not talking about haiku, but we may 
draw upon his insights for our purposes here: ‘Having risen from that 
Absorption, the mind will be calm and concentrated, and being no longer 
disturbed by desires of the more active kind, it becomes able to examine 
the factors of experience with detachment, and so enjoys a new clarity of 
perception. It is as though the rippled surface of a pool were to become 
smooth and still; when that happens two things follow: the surface reflects 
external things more accurately, and at the same time it becomes possible 
to see through the surface to the depths below ...’ 


Seen in the context of haiku, these words have a universal significance and 
application: the clarity that arises from absorption in the haiku moment 
can be expressed in the universal language of haiku, for all to share and 
enjoy. 


Differences between us, historical and current, these differences melt 
down in the haiku crucible. Absorption, it could be said, is merely the first 
step towards an ever-deepening awareness of the value of the haiku 
experience. Many do not get as far as this first step and so their haiku 
never deepen. But one genuine haiku moment definitely leads to another, 
triggering off an evolutionary mechanism in consciousness, something 
which is latently present in all of us, uncreated and indestructible. This 
evolutionary mechanism drew you to this book in the first place! 
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An awakening ... Haiku is an awakening into this world, our birthplace. 
A living world: 


wind in the pines 
giving the emptiness 
a sound 
Adele Kenny, Migrating Geese, Muse-Pie Press, 1987 


matter of great urgency 
a nut rolls away 
alive 
Soen Nakagawa 


RRR 


Re-invent haiku? Re-invent the wheel! There may be a double-take in 
this nut haiku. The nut appears to be moving as if on some urgent 
business; or its movement — without any intention — can be seen as very 
important in itself, in the sense that everything within our field of haiku 
awareness is of the highest significance. Some people would say only a 
nut could understand this strange haiku. It is too Japanese. “Too Zen, 
babe”, they say. 


Unfortunately, a certain arrogance has crept into the haiku world — and 
nothing could be more out of place in this or in any other world than 
arrogance; it is an arrogance that belittles tradition and that suggests we 
should be free of all the trappings and influences that have coalesced, over 
time - in ways we may never fathom - and that have made haiku what it is; 
therefore, this arrogance claims we can walk before we crawl! 
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step by step 
a new-born lamb 
eternal spring 
Soen Nakagawa 


the tiny nightingale 
stutters 
and starts again 
Chiyo-ni 


wok 


The School of Arrogance hopes for a Western-style haiku, a haiku 
independent of its origins. It says we can forget about Taoist poetry, 
classical renku (linked verse), Zen Buddhism with its Chinese and Indian 
antecedents, koans (mind-boggling riddles), Pure Land Buddhism, Shinto, 
animism, superstition, folklore, custom, the signs, portents, moods and 
rituals associated with seasonal themes and events, the life and work of 
individual haiku masters, the sound of the shakuhachi (the bamboo flute), 
the temple bell, the endless layers of cultural and literary reference, the 
whole gamut of commonplace and esoteric symbol and cosmology. As if 
the West could possibly live on its own! 


We do not need a detailed, scholarly knowledge of everything listed above 
and there are paths of awareness that, historically, owe nothing to Zen, but 
the least we can do is absorb good haiku from original sources, accepting 
the inadequacy of translation. 


Soen Nakagawa collected pebbles on his travels. He kept them in a bag. 
He liked to swing the bag on occasions: 


touching one another 
each becomes 
a pebble of the world 
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This simple haiku should become the motto of the emerging world haiku 
movement. 


wok 


Be a nut ... If an anti-Zennist cannot see a nut, or contemplate a nut, or 
see eternity in a nut, he shrugs and blames it on the impenetrability or 
irrelevance of Zen; instead, should he not examine the mote in his own eye 
and understand the self-imposed limits on his perceptions? 


Limited perception arises from struggling in the snare of duality, an 
inability to let go, to penetrate and interpenetrate, to flow and merge. Is 
there a way out of this predicament? Yes: in a word, disappear. 


Zen is just another word. Why get worked up about it? It’s foreign to you, 
you say? Look at the pebble. Is a pebble foreign to you? A nut? Be a nut. 
Vanish entirely into nut-ingness! 


waking from a nap 
dewy mountain 
approaching 
Modorijo 
(Version: GR) 


Do you think we disappear when we are asleep? No, it is when we awake 
we disappear. Awakening to our true nature, our true home. The universe. 
In which we must disappear if we are to be there. 


Haiku is a great, eventful homecoming. The Swedes say that people over 
fifty are strangers in their own land. True. So many changes occur in the 
space of fifty years, changes in mores, eating and drinking, speech, taste, 
doing business, the arts and sciences, the physical environment and so on. 
There is a lot of alienation out there. Does not the earth appear, sometimes, 
to be populated by millions of exiles, legions of the displaced? 
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my native place 
whenever I turn to look 
mountains smile 
Shiki 


Let’s all go home! We have been wandering long enough. This planet, this 
universe, this galaxy is our home. Near and far. And we share it with 
thousands and thousands of other species whose home this was before we 
tumbled on the scene. 


Who do you think you are? 


Cognition, higher consciousness, even perhaps conscience and a 
soul are attributes we assign to ourselves in our desire for self- 
definition. We suppose that we alone have a notion of 
transcendence — but, like most of our claims to unique sagacity, this 
is a result of our inability to communicate with other species. It is 
like dismissing as dumb the people whose speech you cannot 
understand ... 
Felipe Fernandez-Armesto, (Civilizations, Pan Books, 2000) 


RRR 


Difficult to disappear? It is difficult for us to disappear. Our shoes, our 
wallet, our watch, clothes, car keys, credit cards and all the other 
appurtenances that Chief Tuiavii was trying to imagine. How do we 
unburden ourselves? Go on a streaking mission? No, you will be more 
visible than ever before. 


Seifu-jo had to wait until everyone else had gone to bed before she could 
disappear: 


everyone asleep 
nothing will come 
between the moon and me 


wok 
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Describing his enlightenment Dogen summed it up as this: ‘Body and 
mind dropped off!’ Exactly as Santéka said. Of course, Santdka was 
addicted to rice wine. Did alcohol numb his sense of being in a body or 
cloud his mind? Not at all: 


Slightly tipsy; 
The leaves fall 
One by one 
(Mountain Tasting, Zen Haiku by Santoka Tanedda, John Stevens, 
Weatherhill 1980) 


wk 


The body. Ah, the body ...How do you think of your body? It might be 
helpful to consider this, from Francis Lucille: ‘Your body is in you. You 
are not in it.’ 


Permanence and impermanence ... Haiku is terrific when it comes to 
drilling the essential message of flux and mujo, impermanence: 


cuckoo call — 
a monk wrote haiku on a rock 
and journeyed on 
Haritsu 
(Version: GR) 
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There was a time when all peoples had this wisdom, when the sayings of 
the elders had poetry and weight. As Crowfoot, a Blackfoot warrior and 
noted orator, said: ‘What is life? It is the flash of a firefly in the night. It is 
the breath of a buffalo in the wintertime. It is the little shadow which runs 
across the grass and loses itself in the sunset ...” This is not some syncretic 
sleight of hand. Truly, there is no distinction whatsoever between the spirit 
of Crowfoot and the spirit of haiku master Basho! 


Scientifically and technologically we are in a position to “conquer” outer 
space, to “civilize” other planets. But what do we mean by civilization? 
What do we know? We’ve learned nothing. 


We are forgetting what really matters. We continue to repeat the mistakes 
of previous generations and have not retained what those generations knew 
to be beautiful, good, healthy and wise. We cannot, we must not press 
forward any more; we must not expand blindly with no concept of 
sustainability. We must, in fact, beat a retreat, savour once more the 
creative core of silence, the flow of silence, out of which the thousand 
things emerge anew. 


There are thousands of ways to our senses. Haiku is one. A beautiful way. 
Haiku masters have shown us how. The path awaits you. 


its voice 
stolen by the moonlight — 
the white cat 
Sayumi Kamakura 


REE 


Head without a body ... Think of ten or so of the twentieth century’s 
greatest American writers and intellectuals. It is quite amazing how few of 
them make any reference at all to the literature and the wisdom of the First 
Nation peoples, as if the essence of this culture was somehow alien or 
totally irrecoverable. 


Haiku: The Gentle Art of Disappearing 61 


America will never be at home with the world or with itself until it is at 
home, again, with what it has replaced. Intellectuality, that fails to 
embrace its indigenous shadowland is a head without a body. Haiku is 
body and head as one, disappearing in spirit. 


May we quote George Santayana here? ‘Progress, far from consisting in 
change, depends on retentiveness.’ Haikuists, in particular, must delve into 
the invisible past to create nature-haiku of that intuitive connection with 
landscape and remembered landscape which came so readily to First 
Nation poets and minstrels. 


This is not easy to do unless one first sacrifices one’s false sense of ego, of 
self, of identity. Addressing the Class of 2003, Susan Sontag, Vassar 
College, said: ‘Try to imagine at least once a day that you are not an 
American.’ She could as easily have said, ‘Try to imagine at least once a 
day that you are a Native American;’ the native peoples, through the eyes 
of John Muir, ‘walk softly and hurt the landscape hardly more than the 
birds and squirrels.’ 


wok 


Waxing and waning ...We must re-imagine our own humanity. So, what 
are you? Your body? Your name? Your mind? Your personality? 


Swami Vivekananda cautions us: “The body is not the Real Man; neither 
is the mind, for the mind waxes and wanes. It is the Spirit beyond which 
alone can live forever .... Every particle in this body is continually 
changing; no one has the same body for many minutes together, and yet 
we think of it as the same body ...’ Will that make it easier for us to 
disappear? Disappearing ... It’s not easy, at first. Easier for birds: 
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in bare branches 
the naked love 
of sparrows 
Darko PlaZanin 
(Sparrow, 27-28, Croatia) 


Resistance to disappearing ... The ego will resist. Of course it will. The 
bigger your ego, the greater the resistance. ‘It is okay to have a big ego, 
but point it in the right direction. Point it at the stars and on the way it will 
fall away ...” (This Marvellous Ego by Michael Barnett, Cosmic Energy 
Connections, 1999). Or beyond the stars: 


the last sounds of rain — 
the sickle moon rises into 
starless infinity 
Jasminka Nadaskic Djordjevic 


In a very practical sense, the Finns knew how advantageous it was to be 
able to disappear. White-clad Finnish skiers resisted a superior military 
force by being able to disappear at will and outwit the visible ones. 


aK 


Luminosity of being ... Yes, if the ego is not pointed at the stars, how 
difficult it is to disappear. What are we to do? Does the office disappear 
too? Our home? Our loved ones? The dog? The TV set? We seem to 
forget, most of the time, that we are ‘luminous beings’ (see Tales of 
Power, Carlos Castaneda). 
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Easier for clouds to move, to change, to disappear: 


a low cloud 
pushes the day 
westwards 
Dunja Pezelj 
(Sparrow, 27-28, Croatia) 


What magic is required to disappear? Haiku magic! Only by seeing can we 
disappear: 


after the rain 
a spider mends its net 
with a rainbow 
Nedeljka Lupis 
(Sparrow, 27-28, Croatia) 


Jasminka (above) isn’t pushing the sickle moon, Dunja isn’t shoving the 
cloud, Nedeljka is not patching up the web. All over the world, happily, 
thousands of haikuists are appearing. Here, however, we are more 
interested in their vanishing acts. As former editor-in-chief of The Heron’s 
Nest, Christopher Herold, reminds us: ‘Haiku practice has the capacity to 
reunite us with things from which we’ ve set ourselves apart through SELF 
consciousness.’ 


winter galaxy 
my aged body 
slumbers deeply 
Sonoko Nakamura 
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Chanting to disappear ... The self can disappear in such activities and 
performances as martial arts, meditation, prayer, bhakti poetry, haiku and 
chanting. For Issa and Chiyo, Pure Land Buddhism offered endless 
opportunities which might go unnoticed by the faithless: 


even the butterfly — 
voiceless 
Buddhist service 
Chiyo-ni 
could they be hymns? 


frogs are chanting 
in the temple well 
Kansetsu 
(A Haiku Menagerie) 


coo-cooing to itself 
the pigeon ... 
until it has no self 
GR 


holléin 
ar bhruach Loch Cutlinn — 


cé na heacha utsce a scanraionn tad? 


boulders 
on Lough Cullens shore — 
whal lake monsters do they fear? 
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This floating world ... Things change, things return, things go away, 
things vanish in this floating world as in this very clever take by Bésai on 
BashO’s famous furuike ya: 


an old pond — 
after jumping in, 
no frog 
(A Haiku Menagerie) 


Seeing nothing: this is also something. 


jumping back in the pond 
what only yesterday 
was a tadpole 
(Version: GR) 


short summer night 
floating among rushes 
bubbles from a crab 
Buson 


Universal voice ... While it is generally considered that Basho and 
Buson were more sophisticated than that country bumpkin, Issa, it can be 
argued that Issa is not only the most engagingly human of all haiku 
masters but that his wisdom, ultimately, is the purest: 
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no need to wail — 
wherever you fly, wild geese, 
it’s the same floating world 


goose, wild goose! 
when did your journey 
begin! 


The richness of his wisdom derives from a powerful combination of his 
extraordinary unalloyed devotion to the Buddha, absorption of peasant 
lore, his striking humility, his humour, his immense compassion and 
fortitude in the face of the vicissitudes of life; these qualities, and more, 
are all reflected in the variety of his prolific output. Yes, Bashd is 
frequently more mysterious: 


when the eyes 
of the hawk darken 
the quail calls 


But Issa, too, is capable of mystery, of plumbing the very origins of his 
being, his faith, his world: 


from the nostril 
of the Great Buddha comes 
a swallow 
(A Haiku Menagerie) 


It is inexplicable that such an immortal is excluded from so many major 
anthologies of world poetry. Hopefully, David G. Lanoue’s ongoing 
translations of Issa on the internet will help to remove Issa from the 
footnotes of world literature and place him, finally, among the pantheon. 
Of course, when this happens Issa’s first reaction will be to compose a 
haiku: 
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pantheon ... 
winter loneliness 
no fleas 

GR 


Vanishing and reappearing, growing old with haiku, with a child’s pure 
heart, Issa is constantly in sacramental union with everything that comes 
to his hut and everything that leaves it: 


seeing that I’m old 
even the mosquito whispers 
closer to my ear 
Issa 
(Haiku People) 


The Creator gathered all of creation together 

and spoke these words: 

‘I want to hide something from the humans — until they are ready for it. 
It is this: the realization that they create their own reality!’ 

The Eagle said: ‘Give it to me. I will take it to the Moon.’ 

The Creator said: ‘No, one day they will go there and find it.’ 

The Salmon said: ‘I will hide it on the floor of the Ocean.’ 

‘No,’ said the Creator. ‘They will go there too.’ 

The Buffalo spoke: ‘I will bury it on the Great Plains.’ 

The Creator said: ‘They will cut into the skin of the Earth and find it.’ 
Grandmother Mole, who lives in the breast of Mother Earth, and who 
has no physical eyes but sees with spiritual eyes, said: 

‘Put it inside them.’ 

The Creator said: ‘It is done.’ 

(Sioux Legend) 


sioleach 1 gConga — 
méaistircheacht 
sa pheannaireachl 


waler-reeds in Cong — 
a master-class 
in calligrag hy 
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Live and let live ...When we lose sympathetic contact with nature, one 
species after the other — unless we can eat it — becomes an annoyance, an 
irrelevance. Pests! This attitude eventually extends to members of our own 
species whose attractiveness or usefulness may become questionable to us. 
And then it begins all over again, man’s inhumanity to man. Haiku can 
break this vicious circle in numerous ways. Issa can teach us how to live 
and let live ... May his haiku proliferate in the remaining languages of the 
earth. 


kK 


Infinite patience ... If haiku is a way of interpenetrating with the visible 
signs of the universe’s constant regeneration, it does so by teaching us 
infinite patience: 


a white chrysanthemum — 
however much I look 
no speck of dust 
Basho 
(Version: GR) 


We gaze, intently, emptily, until the flower reveals its immaculate 
whiteness. The joy of haiku is this: contemplation and meditation, usually 
seen as distinct practices, become one in an electric stillness. This is one of 
haiku’s great gifts to the world, to you. If you are ready to receive these 
gifts, they will come, unbidden: 


ill in bed 
the cat brings me 
a scent from the garden 
Stephen Toft 
Blithe Spirit, Vol. 12, No. 2, Sept. 
2002) 
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A fresh scent from outside becomes stronger than the whiff of medicines 
or the stale odour of illness — the living world becomes more significant 
than our condition. What is often expressed loftily or in abstract terms in 
the world’s religious and mystic traditions becomes concretized or 
crystallized in haiku. 

In Songs of the Ultimate (Hymns from Shankaracharya and Abhinavagupta, 
collected and edited by Eric Baret, Absent Crocodile Publication, Athens, 
1994) we read: 


Wherever you find yourself, stay. 

Go neither towards the outside nor the inside. 

Let the infinite variations of becoming be cast aside 
by the glowing of Consciousness alone ... 


ak 


Wisdom tradition ... Certainly we should be open to all wisdom 
traditions; they are part of mankind’s inheritance. But does not the best of 
haiku also belong to a wisdom tradition, a tradition of silent witnessing 
with the whole heart and all of the senses and, furthermore, one that is 
essentially inclusive, non-elitist, open to all, and within everyone’s 
compass and capability? 


scraping a parsnip 
still not as white 
as Basho’s chrysanthemum 
GR 


my eyes, having seen all, 
came back to 
the white chrysanthemums 
Issho 
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edge of town 
a gypsy’s horse 
drinks winter rain 
Matt Morden 
Snapshots #7, 2000) 


Cleaning the slate ... The haiku moment presents us with a tabula rasa 
each and every time. To clean a parsnip is neither pleasant nor unpleasant. 
Just something to be done. Looking at a chrysanthemum. No big deal. The 
gypsy’s horse takes a drink. Has to be done. As simple as that. 


Marcus Aurelius, a Roman emperor (121 —180), had a way with words: 
‘If you are pained by external things, it is not they that disturb you, but 
your own judgement of them. And it is in your power to wipe out that 
judgement now.’ A wise man by all accounts, and there is much in his 
twelve books of Meditations that reminds one of Confucius; both 
advocates of tranquillity still have a certain relevance today, in our unquiet 
world. 


Looking around us, examining various national and _ international 
scenarios, can we say, hand on heart, that our rulers are wise and that their 
utterances promote tranquility among their own people and among 
nations? Why have rulers anyway? Why should they rule us? Should they 
not simply serve us in the spirit of wisdom and the brotherhood of 
mankind? 


Of course, Aurelius was caught up in wars, also, mostly of a defensive 
nature. And, admittedly, he gave Christians a hard time. But his domestic 
policy was enlightened and his care for the poor extended to selling his 
own possessions in order to help victims of hunger and plague. 


Where are the political and religious leaders to emulate such action today? 
Don’t you wish that some of our leaders might just disappear for a while?! 


slave cemetery 

i scrape the moss to find 

no name 

(This Wine, William M. Ramsey, 2002) 
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harvest moon 

my ashes 

still wrapped in flesh 
(ibid. ) 


a winter moon 
came out to play 
alone 
(GR) 


Recite Aloud 


Thinking 
Now that all thoughts have subsided 
off I go, deep into the woods, 
and pick me 
a handful of shepherd’s purse. 
Just like the stream 
meandering through mossy crevices 
I, too, hushed, 
become utterly clear 
Ryokan 
(Version: GR) 


Haiku and invisibility ... Since each pure haiku moment is a cleansing of 
the heart and mind - a diamond-point of concentrated illumination, a link- 
up with the unsullied - it can be said that the haikuist comes to be in 
perfect touch with her/ his own inherent invisibility and perfection. And 
this invisibility becomes more and more of a reality as haiku moments 
become richer, deeper and more refined. 
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St. Augustine of Hippo says: ‘Some men of great gifts, and very learned 
in the Holy Scriptures, who have, when an opportunity presented itself, 
done much by their writings to benefit the Church and promote the 
instruction of believers, have said that the invisible God is seen in an 
invisible manner, that is, by that nature which in us also is invisible, 
namely, a pure mind or heart.’ 


wok 


Becoming dew .... Why suffer like the Prince of Denmark - ‘Oh that this 
too, too solid flesh would melt, thaw and resolve itself into a dew ...’ It is 
purity of mind, a purity of heart which allows us to recognise the dew and 
share in its nature: 


dance, from one blade of grass 
to another — 
pearls of dew! 
Ransetsu 


Shakespeare’s greatness as a tragedian rests largely on his supreme ability 
to depict the tragic consequences of the dualistic mind. Peace and lack of 
peace are constant themes: 


Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth 

(Macbeth). 


This contrasts with the opposite mood: 


And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in everything ... 

(As You Like It) 


Haiku: The Gentle Art of Disappearing 75 


He is often concerned with the poisoned mind, the loss of wisdom — as 
when Othello moans, ‘Farewell the tranquil mind!’ 


The haiku path, on the other hand, is one of conflict resolution. How can 
Oneness be in conflict? The great master Dogen puts it like this: ‘When 
the opposites arise, the Buddha mind is lost.’ 


Shakespeare sees the problem clearly: 


Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever; 
One foot in sea, and one on shore, 
To one thing constant never. 

(Much Ado About Nothing) 


lealhnochl faoi chir — 
storm a saolu 


ay c "AITAISCaC ha 


rocks half-veiled in spume 
giving birth 
lo a storm 
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Of course, if he only dwelt in the realm of duality, physicality and 
visibility, Shakespeare would not be the great playwright that he is. No — 
the invisible world, the transcendental world — as must be — finds its place 
in his work; on Cleopatra’s lips, arranged here in 17 syllables: 


Give me my robe 
Put on my crown 
I have immortal longings in me 


wok 


Invisible heart of the world ... Haiku reconnects us with the invisible, 
beating heart of the world. The Sami have a beautiful legend, as pure as 
the snow that surrounds them. The creator-god took the living, trembling 
heart out of a young reindeer and buried it deep in the centre of the earth. 
In times of tribulation, the Sami nomads have only to put an ear to the 
ground and listen and know that all will be well — the heart still beats. 


Haiku is a way of listening just as much as seeing: 


does the woodpecker 
stop and listen, too? 
evening temple drum 
Issa 
(Version: GR) 


Once we are open, who knows what guides may appear: 


the moon 
has found it for me 
a mountain path 
Michael McClintock 
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without a voice 
the heron would disappear — 
morning snow 
Chiyo-ni 


Chiyo became a nun in 1775. Why? To flow! To vanish, ‘to teach my 
heart to be like the clear water which flows night and day!’ 


kK 


Mahavir vanishes ... One can take it that Aurelius was lavish without 
giving every blessed thing away. The great Indian saint Mahavir went one 
step further than our Roman friend. He gave all his princely wealth away 
in one grand gesture, leaving himself with nothing but the cloak on his 
back. In his haste to flee the world, a thorny bush snagged his cloak, 
tearing half of it away. Mahavir now had only half of a cloak. Along 
comes a hobbling beggar. He had heard that Mahavir was giving away all 
of his earthly goods. Had he missed the event? Was he too late? Mahavir 
gave the poor beggar all he possessed — the remaining half of his cloak - 
and vanished, naked, into the forest. Free at last! 


In pure, selfless haiku moments, we become the vanishing Mahavir. 
There is nothing we can take with us on this journey of light. 


wok 


Santodka, the beggar monk, was in his ramshackle abode when a dog 
appeared. It had a rice-biscuit in its mouth. Much appreciated as his 
begging bowl was rarely full. He split the biscuit with the dog! That 
wasn’t enough. A hungry cat appeared. He split it again: 


Autumn night — 
got it from the dog 
gave it to the cat 
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A delicate concatenation .... Many haiku double their effect by 
introducing subtle counter-images or companion-images and one never 
ceases to wonder, even after repeated readings, at all that’s going on, all 
that’s being suggested, within this little form: 


the sea darkens 
the voice of the duck 
faintly white 
Basho 


the falling leaves 
fall and pile up; the rain 
beats on the rain 
Gyédai 


It is, of course, an event — one event — that is described in a haiku but in it 
we discover layers of experience, an accumulation of happenings, a 
delicate concatenation of related, universal, timeless events. Haiku 
moments are in the eternal now. Silesius, as we have said before, intuits 
this valuable insight: 


Time is eternity, eternity is time, 
If you wish, you can make them rhyme 
(Version: GR) 


wok 


Alertness in the One ... Have you noticed how often rain has occurred in 
the sample haiku given so far? And will you notice the word ‘rain’ the 
next time it occurs? 


It is going to occur again fairly soon. Stay alert! And even if it doesn’t 
occur again, stay alert anyway. (Or take another timely break NOW) 


80 Gabriel Rosenstock 


In the Gyédai haiku (above) we have noticed leaves upon leaves and rain 
on rain. Are these separate entities or are they one? If they were separate 
entities it would be impossible to disappear into one element and not into 
the other. One disappears into the whole. One cannot disappear into a 
fraction because fractions do not really exist. This is the important point 
we find in Shunryu Suzuki’s enlightened text, Zen Mind, Beginner’s 
Mind (Weatherhill, 1970): ‘Each existence depends on something else. 
Strictly speaking, there are no separate individual existences. There are 
just many names for one existence.’ 


charcoal 
drawing the tree 
it was 
(The Tree it Was by Sandra Fuhringer, King’s Road Press, 2002) 


Everything is everything else - as is touchingly revealed in an anonymous 
poem collected in India in the Ist. century A.D. by King Hala: 


Buck and Doe 


There’s a clearing in the forest 
where a lone buck stands 
desire is filling the eyes of a doe 


The hunter in the trees 
it’s his own girl he sees 


and drops the bow 


(Version: GR) 
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Unexpected showers .... Enjoy them! Rain, hail, sleet, or snow. The 
noise. The silence. Penetrating to the essence: 


snow 
falling on snow — 
silence 


Santoka 


KEK 


Penetrating the void ... 


winter wind 
from where to where? 
leafless trees 
Chiyo-ni 


Meditate on This 


The Saviour said, All nature, all formations, 

all creatures exist in and with one another, and 
they will be resolved again into their own roots. 
The Gospel of Mary Magdalene 


RRR 
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Sudden illumination ... 


flash of lightning! 
legs of a spider 
scurrying up a wall 
Kichod 


That lightning flash was no mere natural phenomenon; it was Kich6d’s 
sudden illumination. The spider’s legs, it has often been noticed, can be 
seen as a miniature pictogram of forked lightning scrawled on the sky. 
They are, in a way, the same. Inside is outside. Outside is inside. They are 
one. And Kich6, too, is at one with the one. Where else could he be? 
Outside? Inside? He is at one with the one — a feat impossible without 
disappearing in a flash. 


In truth, every moment is vanishing, every sound is dying, and everything 
is being reborn. Catch these dying sounds while you can — disappear into 
them: 


three times they call 
and then ... no more ... 
deer in rain 
Buson 


Vanishing, dying — yes; and yet there’s a palpable sense of eternity in 
Buson’s brief lines. The ever-curious mind may, in time, wonder what 
may have happened before, or after, but for one glorious, unrepeatable 
moment we hear a snatch of the unfinished symphony of life, its faint 
echo. 


sfolrai 


cad dimgh orthu? 
is lucht coille feasla iad 


hangclings 
what became of them? 
trees in Shecfrey Wood 
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Cameron Burgess could well have been writing about haiku in the 
following: ‘In truth, there is no teaching, there is no ‘way’ to be or not to 
be, to do or not to do. In truth, there is only the ever-deepening knowing 
that it is not the seer, the seen or the seeing that matters, but the place in 
which all three rest, the awareness of all three. This is who you are ...’ 
And this ‘ever-deepening knowing’ comes to all dedicated haikuists. 


It can come in a flash as kensho, an opening, or as satori, enlightenment. 
These ‘openings’ are not deliberate, pre-meditated actions, such as 
uncorking a bottle of wine. They come to all who learn and perfect the art, 
they come as unexpected showers: 


the skylark: 
its voice alone fell 
leaving nothing behind 
Ampu 
(Trans. R H Blyth) 


wok 


Everything is coming and going in this world of dew, including our own 
manifestations and disappearances. We can disappear at will when our 
vision penetrates and interpenetrates an event until all clutter dissolves. 
This from a book called Mit weinig woorden, (With a few words), 
published in Flanders in 1997: 


the grey sea 
darkens in the evening 
the void grows 
Ferre Denis 
(Trans. Willy Cuvelier & Ferre Denis) 
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The haikuist knows how to slip into that void. He does it all the time. And 
the haikuist who doesn’t know how to slip into that void is simply 
practising the form and had better start again ab initio. 


coming from fog 
the bird flies through fog 
fading into fog 
Dimitar Stefanov 
(Version: GR) 


ak 


Revolutionary symphony...The veil of Maya, illusion, is as impenetrable 
in Bulgaria as it is in Flanders or as it is in the Himalayas but haiku 
consciousness rends that veil, momentarily. No rituals are needed. We 
need not sit impassively like ascetic yogis until, as Kabir says, our matted 
locks make us look like goats. Meditative readings of the Haiku Masters is 
an apprenticeship in itself and initiates responsive readers to recognise and 
experience haiku moments in their ordinary, everyday lives. The result 
will be the birth of a revolutionary symphony. 


kK 


William Henry Channing could have been talking about the haiku path 
when he said: 


‘To live content with small means; to seek elegance rather than luxury, 
and refinement rather than fashion; to be worthy, not respectable, and 
wealthy, not rich; to listen to stars and birds, babes and sages with open 
heart; to study hard; to think quietly, act frankly, talk gently, await 
occasions, hurry never, in a word, to let the spiritual, unbidden and 
unconscious grow up through the common — this is my symphony.’ 


It is much more than a symphony. It is a revolution! Engagement with 
haiku is a revolutionary act. And — so far - it’s legal! ‘Seeking elegance 
rather than luxury’ is a revolutionary statement in our grasping, selfish 
world; ‘to listen to stars and birds’ competes with the frivolity of mass 
media, the noisy might of corporate television and radio, the strident, 
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gossipy entertainment industry; ‘to be content with small means’ flies in 
the face of rampant consumerism. 


Haiku is a revolutionary symphony that can save the world from its own 
vapidity, selfishness, greed, cruelty ... from all of its gross excesses. To 
disappear, in haiku, is the most revolutionary act of all! It is truly a mark 
of our daring, our freedom: 


snow flurrying ... 
the deer look back, one by one 
before they vanish 
Tom Clausen 
(Standing Here, self-published 1998) 


wok 


Where have all the young men gone? 


Marching together 
On the ground 
They will never step on again 
Santdka 
(Trans. John Stevens) 


standine 
(lhal no longer 


ars@ &fl gallén 
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Gently fading ... 


october dawn 
a pheasant fades 
into the cotton field 
Darrel Byrd 
(World Haiku Association web site) 


cry of the hawk 
long after 
it has disappeared 
Kat Avila 
(ibid.) 
kKK 


Apocalyptic vision ... On receiving the Bérne Prize, world-acclaimed 
literary critic and philosopher, George Steiner, reminded us that we are 
guests on this earth. We should behave courteously, graciously. His speech 
of thanks had an apocalyptic warning: ‘Tons of rubbish, of poisonous filth, 
lie on Mount Everest. Seas are dying. Innumerable plants and animal 
species are being destroyed ...’ Steiner makes us ask ourselves, what kind 
of guests are we at all? 


We should listen to that Psalm which, indeed, insists that we are no more 
than mere guests on this earth. The composer Schtitz put some very 
beautiful music to Luther’s translation of that Psalm: ‘Ich bin ein Gast auf 
Erden ...’ 
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Back to Steiner now, his diagnosis, his prognosis: ‘The guest has become 
a technologically intoxicated, blind vandal. He systematically wrecks the 
hostelry which had welcomed him...” Who could disagree? But, how is 
our planet going to recover? Steiner’s view is bleak: ‘The environment 
will only recover after the self-destruction of a humanity made crazy by 
money mania. Only if we vanish does our planet have a chance ...’ 
(Quoted in Kulturchronik No. 2, 2003). 


kK 


A peaceful vanishing ... We concur with Steiner’s prognosis, in a way. 
After all, no less an authority on life forms on earth than Jacques 
Cousteau says the same thing, if we are not willing to turn away from 
greed ‘we will disappear from the face of the globe, to be replaced by the 
insect.” 


But we see it differently from Steiner and Cousteau. Vanish, disappear, 
yes, but not in a suicidal holocaust, not in violence, not in fire and 
brimstone. We can all learn to disappear now, to walk lightly on this earth, 
to treasure the world and hold it in awe: 


a pheasant’s tail 
very gently brushes 
the violets 
Shushiki 
(A Haiku Menagerie, Stephen Addiss with 
Fumiko & Akira Yamamoto (Weatherhill, 
1992) 


The haikuist’s disappearance allows him a companionableness with the 
rest of nature, an unthreatening, invisible, compassionate, healing 
presence: 


morning chill 
one mushroom 
shelters another 
Mark Brooks 
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And the return from these almost shamanistic voyages can also be 
described: 


the geese fly off... 
and now it comes to me 
that I am still here 
H.F. Noyes 
(Parnassus Literary Journal, Fall 1988) 


wok 


In the haiku moment interpenetration occurs with the visible and the 
invisible, the near and the far, the temporal and the eternal: 


summer evening 
light that touched the moon 
touching me 
Michael Ketchek 
(Acorn, No. 4, 2000) 


scarecrow 
still measuring 
the vast summer sky 
Ty Hadman 
(The Heron’s Nest, 2001) 
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By being invisible, we hear better: 


listen! 
the skins of wild damsons 
darkening in the rain 
Caroline Gourlay 
(Reading All Night, Hub Haiku Series, 2000) 


kK 


There it is again .... The rain! We warned you it was coming. 
Remember? Were you alert to it? There might be another shower on the 
way, so watch out. 


An other-world aura surrounds the above haiku. If fairies and other 
ethereal beings didn’t exist, we would have to invent them! It is our fairy- 
like ability to be invisible, to move as the wind shifteth, this is what allows 
us extraordinary moments of numinous presence and an awareness of the 
living presence of other things, animate and seemingly inanimate: 


winter night. 
the mannequin in the shop window 
stares at my jumper 

Nikola Madzhirov 

(Ginyu, No. 20, 20/10/2003) 
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Our hearing improves dramatically with haiku! 


deep in the shadows 

of this forgotten temple 

swallow chicks cry 
Suezan Aikins 
(Four Seasons) 


Ich h6re sogar die Laute der Stille — 
Zentempelgarten 


I can even hear 
the sound of quietness — 


Zen garden 


Gabi Greve 
(Simply Haiku, 2006) 


East and West 


When the ancient man composed a poem, he felt that spiritual 
Power spoke through him. In Greece the poet let the Muse speak 
through him to his fellowmen. This consciousness was a heritage of 


the ancient Orient. With the passage of the spiritual life toward the 


West, poetry became more and more the manifestation of man 
himself. In the ancient Orient, the spiritual Powers sang through 
man to men. The cosmic word resounded from the gods down to 
man. In the West, it has become the human word. It must find the 


way upward to the spiritual powers. Man must learn to create 


poetry in such a way that the Spirit may listen to him. The West 


must mould a language suited to the Spirit. Then the East will say: 


“The divine Word, which once streamed for us from heaven to 


earth, finds its way back from the hearts of men into the spiritual 
world ...” 

Rudolf Steiner 

(West-East Aphorisms) 
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Trust: the haiku way ... By trusting in the haiku moment, you open 
yourself up to the possibility of radical renewal and you will see that by 
disappearing, you have not lost anything. You have gained. You have 
gained the most important thing there is in life: 


Suddenly one day everything is empty like space 
That has no inside or outside, no bottom or top, 
And you are aware of one principle 
Pervading all the ten thousand things. 
You know then that your heart 
Is so vast that it can never be measured. 
Daikaku 


Immeasurable heart .... When the haikuist experiences dissolving in the 
haiku moment, he learns that his heart ‘is so vast that it can never be 
measured’. Then all things, near and far, fall into the compass of fearless 
compassion and wonder. It is not that his heart has expanded overnight, or 
in an instant. It is a dawning, an awareness of a hidden potential, which 
haiku awakens. 


Haiku allows us to breathe, once freed of the fetters that cramp and limit 
our consciousness. Hitherto meaningless chores suddenly become rituals 
of surprise, beauty, awe and reverence. Every true haiku you read, every 
true haiku you write will sustain this insight and reflect it. 


sweeping 
and then not sweeping 
the fallen leaves 
Taigi 
(A Haiku Garden, Addiss et al) 


wok 
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When Yeats said ‘I’m looking for the face I had before the world was 
made’ he was talking about that state of egolessness which we once all 
knew. Sogyal Rinpoche says: ‘It is important to remember always that the 
principle of egolessness does not mean that there was an ego in the first 
place — and the Buddhists did away with it! On the contrary, it means there 
was never any ego at all to begin with. To realize that is called 
‘egolessness’. 


It is this ‘egolessness’ which affords Taigi such pleasure in sweeping up 
the leaves and in not sweeping them, investing action and inaction with 
dignity and meaning beyond words. 


in space 
that timeless form: 
the new moon 
(Trans. GR) 


RRR 


Disappearance: will you recognise it? When you have genuine haiku 
moments, the evidence of your disappearance will appear in your haiku. 
Simple as that. Every haiku arising from a genuine haiku moment is not so 
much a learning as a de-learning, an unlearning, a return to the state 
described above by Sogyal Rinpoche. 


young buck 
about to mate 
mountain rain 
Issa 
(Version: GR) 
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stiffening the mushroom 
on the stump ... 
winter rain 
Issa 
(Trans. David G. Lanoue) 


first winter rain — 
the world drowns 
in haiku 
Issa 
(Trans. David G. Lanoue) 


Did the rain catch you out, or were you expecting it? We said it would rain 
again. It always does. Especially when we’re not expecting it. Things just 
slip up on us, appear and disappear: 


summer rains — 
secretly one evening 
moon in the pines 
Rydta 
(A Haiku Garden) 


Only one who had entered the secret of secrets and disappeared could see 
such a thing. Ah, how he must have inspired and delighted his 3,000 haiku 
students! 


wok 


sléibhle fuara 


ag [Gachaint anuas ar theachin — 


tui] acu 8a lui 


‘old mountains 
OVE th oking @ Cl flag — 
they, loo, would like to be thalched 
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Haiku and the exemplary being ... Pure haiku stands out as something 
entirely at odds with the artistic trends of the past one hundred years or so. 
As Anna Bonshek (ibid.) points out: ‘In this age of consumerism, the love 
of art is self-love in disguise ... today’s artist can no longer be taken as an 
exemplary human being since his art, which is more an expression of his 
own personal concerns than that of human universals, is essentially 
narcissistic ...’ Truly, the last thing on such an artist’s mind is to 
disappear! A self-centred haikuist (a contradiction in terms, surely) 
contributes not a droplet to the pool of awakened consciousness. 


wok 


Gentle art of disappearing ... We have already established (or opined) 
that the true haiku moment is a sacred moment. We could have used many 
near-synonyms instead of ‘disappearing’, such as ‘melting away’ in the 
haiku moment. The distinguished philosopher Nishida uses ‘merging’: 
‘As long as we set up a subjective self in opposition to the objective world 
and try to unify that world by means of it, then no matter how great this 
self becomes, the unity will remain inescapably relative. An absolute unity 
is only gained by discarding the subjective unity and merging with an 
objective unity.” (An Enquiry into the Good, Trans. Masao Abe & 
Christopher Ives, Yale University Press, 1990). 


aK 


Merging, vanishing, melting away, disappearing ... Listen to the 
inspired words of Jan van Ruysbroeck: ‘Spiritual inebriation is this; that 
a man receives more sensible joy and sweetness than his heart can either 
contain or desire. Spiritual inebriation brings forth many strange gestures 
in men. It makes some sing and praise God because of their fullness of joy, 
and some weep with great tears because of their sweetness of heart. It 
makes one restless in all his limbs, so that he must run and jump and 
dance; and so excites another that he must gesticulate and clap his hands. 
Another cries out with a loud voice, and so shows forth the plenitude he 
feels within; another must be silent and melt away ...’ Beautiful words, 
worth savouring. They were not intended to endorse haiku, of course not. 
Nor did Angelus Silesius favour animism, pantheism or the like ... had he 
been told about Zen or Shinto he might well have recoiled in horror, at 
first. To be quoted liberally in the same book alongside such culturally 
disparate characters as Ikkyu and Crowfoot would appear to him as some 
monstrous abomination more than likely. And yet, the true haikuist 
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(whether a religious believer or not) can relate to the couplets of the so- 
called cherubinical wanderer in ways that he may never have suspected: 


In Spirit senses are One and the same. True. 
Who sees God, tastes, feels, smells and hears Him too 


kK 


Ruysbroeck speaks of ‘sweetness of heart’. Can there be a ‘melting away’ 
without this precious virtue? True haiku cultivates sweetness of heart. 
Sweetness of heart! It is a concept which doesn’t have much coinage 
today. No one can read a few hundred of the 20,000 or so haiku by Issa 


without experiencing and absorbing his charming sensitivity and 
sweetness of heart. 


When the heart learns to live with this sensitivity, it discovers that each 
day, any time of the year, reveals a beauty all of its own: 


autumn coming to an end 
frogs beginning 
to settle underground 
Shogetsu 


A hitherto invisible aura manifests itself: 


a snail is crawling 
in a glimmer of light 
entirely its own 
Chiyoda Kuzuhiko 
(Four Seasons) 


wok 
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Luminosity enters our world: 


ol 


the morning sun 
brightly 
rising above frosty woods 
Dakotsu 
(Version: GR) 


howl of a coyote — 
red cactus flowers open 
to the morning sun 
Roberta Stewart 
(Four Seasons) 


In your own way, 
however small, paint. 


In your own way, 
however small, make a haiku. 


In your own way, however small, 
sing a song, dance a little. 


Celebrate and you will find that 
the next moment brings more silence. 


Osho 
(Yoga, the Alpha and the Omega, Vo. IV) 
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Nights come alive as well as mornings ... 


is it the night 
or trees 
that creep through the woods? 
Sean Mac Mathuna 


morning snow — 
where to throw away 
the tea leaves? 
Chiy6-ni 
(Version: GR) 


RK 
Indoors as well as outdoors ... 
all silent — 
host, guest 
white chrysanthemum 


Rydta 
(Version: Sean Mac Mathuna) 


There is a pleasurable eeriness in the Mac Mathuna and in the Rydta 
haiku, a certain unexpectedness. Their originality forces us to think, or 
react, originally with, as it were, a beginner’s mind. 
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Inner sanctum ... The haikuist can disappear into the flesh, taste, shape, 
odour and colour of an apple where most mainstream poets are left behind, 
maintaining a visibility, a longing, outside of the event. 


George Meredith saw a girl in an orchard. She bites into an apple and 
turns to look at him: 


Her twinkle between frank and shy 
My thirst to bite where she had bit ... 


This is beautiful, of course, but it is only on the verge of disappearance. It 
is still, at least, one foot in the world of duality and desire. Pseudo-haiku — 
the bulk of haiku today — is similarly self-reflexive. 


The ninth century poetess Ono no Komachi is also on the verge of the 
flow, that delicate moment in which disappearance might or might not 
happen: 


This body 
grown fragile, floating, 
a reed cut from its roots ... 
if a stream would ask me 
to follow, I’d go, I think 
(The Ink Dark Moon, Vintage Books, 1990) 
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Pure haiku dissolves in its own immaculate spirit, in untainted essence. 
True haiku probes the nature of reality and our perception of it. In Haiku 
Enlightenment we referred to what such sages as Papaji and Wei Wu Wei 
teach: ‘We do not seize Reality. Reality seizes us.’ Haiku does this in 
bringing the full shock and brilliance of the visible and invisible realms to 
our senses. It makes sense of everything, penetrating into our inner 
sanctum and, simultaneously, reverberating throughout the cosmic ocean. 
In this haiku world, we come to our senses, the angelic side of our being 
and the animal side are awake, as one. 


This quality is rarely found today in mainstream literature. We can see it, 
however, in much Inuit poetry: 


I was out in my kayak 

I was out at sea in it 

I was paddling 

very gently in the fjord Ammassivik 
There was ice in the water 

and on the water a petrel 

turned his head this way that way 
Didn’t see me paddling 

Suddenly nothing but his tail 

Then nothing 

He plunged but not for me: 

Huge head upon the water 

Great hairy seal 

Giant head with giant eyes, moustache 
All shining and dripping 

And the seal came gently towards me 
Why didn’t I harpoon him? 

Was I sorry for him? 

Was it the day, the spring day, the seal 
Playing in the sun 

Like me? 
(http://www.ubu.com/ethno/poems/09.html) 
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Such vision! Such clarity! Such oneness! There is wonderful humanity in 
this poem as well. It sings the shining moment now, the senses and the 
heart all terribly alive. But this vision, this seeing the new in everyday 
things in all their colour, shape, texture and movement, this is rare in our 
lives today and rarer still in contemporary poetry. We must look to haiku if 
we wish such vividness, such freshness, such immediacy to permeate our 
lives. 


kK 


Disappearing — a trick? Disappearing is not some kind of a trick with 
which to impress your friends. If it’s tricks you’re after, study Houdini not 
haiku. No tricks. No ego. 


Every culture has some myth or legend, some proverb or anecdote to 
remind us of the dangers of ego. Sinend — who gives her name to the 
River Shannon — approached the well of knowledge but the well rose up 
and drowned her. Self-effacement is necessary to experience the true haiku 
moment. 


white plum blossoms 
absorbing the colour 
of morning 
Buson 
(Version: GR) 


What is white? What is colour? The great wonder of haiku is that we come 
to know that nothing is fixed. As soon as we become mysteriously familiar 
with some moment of becoming, some numinous embodiment, it changes 
into something else. As we change. That is why we speak here of the 
gentle art of disappearing. Reality is so momentary that only a haiku can 
catch it. Softly, softly catchee monkey ... 


RRR 


Haiku: The Gentle Art of Disappearing 105 


You have to be invisible! Master-photographer Henri Cartier-Bresson, 
in a filmed interview, defined the key to his art as this: “You have to be 
invisible!’ Describing photography he says, ‘It’s a dance ... Fully living in 
the instant!’ This is similar to the flow of Tao mentioned in our opening 
pages. ‘You don’t take the photo. It’s the photo that takes you,’ he says. 
This, in a way, is what Papaji says, what Wei Wu Wei says. And 
Cartier-Bresson goes on: ‘Like an orgasm. There’s a moment when its 
bursts.’ This, in a way, is Osho. 


See the connection, the Oneness. Drop dogma. We can revolutionise the 
quality of our lives with this consciousness. Drop the ‘I’: 


stuck to the slab 
the 1 
of the frozen f sh 
David Steele 


The haikuist is not a Quietist ... Dropping the ‘I’ or deciding to use it in 
lower case should not be a stylistic decision that is made when drafting or 
rewriting a haiku. ‘Oh, I'll say that differently and drop the I’. No. The ‘I’ 
should not be there in the first place — not in true haiku, that is to say, 
haiku in its purest form. And who wants impure haiku, impure anything? 
By being in the world, disappearing in the haiku moment — the sacred 
stream of time, as Hackett says - returning only to disappear again in 
successive haiku moments, the haikuist enjoys the physical and spiritual 
benefits of Quietism without retreating from the world: 


the damsel fly leaving 
the lily again and again 
only to return 
Tom Clausen 
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Haiku is entering the world, the visible world, the invisible world, the 
world of light and shade: 


A crane walks forth 
into the brightness that is called 
the start of winter 

Kagiwada Yuko 


wok 


The flow of coming and going ... The haikuist is at the centre of an 
incessant flow of coming and going, a vortex of sights and sounds and is 
tuned into the invisible laws which govern all phenomena: 


Spring thaw — 
names on the gravestones 
reappear 
Michael Meyerhofer 
(World Haiku Review, Dec. 2003) 


These moments flow whether we are aware of them or not. Awareness 
simply gives us a haiku opportunity: 


petals 
from an unseen cherry tree 
drift past my window 
Robert Gibson 
(ibid.) 


In such moments of awareness, the vortex can become hushed, still: 
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cold rain — 
a nun’s step quietened 
by leaves 
Alison Williams 
(Blithe Spirit, Vol. 11, No. 2, June 2001) 


Hushed and still. Almost in slumber. And then another rejuvenating 
awakening! 


how wonderful 
after a long drought 
being a wet hen 
Branislava Krzelj 
(Version: GR) 


The knowing, observant eye informed by a sympathetic heart: 


gorta an gheimhridh 
itheann an préachan crionna 
cac na gcaorach 
Cathal O Searcaigh 
(Seal i Neipeal, CIC 2004) 


winter hunger 

the old crow 

gobbles sheep droppings 
(Trans. GR) 


Soberness once more, as the mood dictates, as the silent moment describes 
itself: 
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on the river 
a lone gull 
walks the frozen water 
Michael Rehling 
(Cherry Blossoms, River Man Publishing, Sweden, 2003) 


wok 


Simply looking ... Looking, looking, all the time: 


looking at 
one crane 
among ten thousand 
Yamada Chiejo 


(Haiku International 1995) 


And where else to go but into the vortex of colour and sound again — and a 
deep vortex it is too: 


from deep within 
the rooster crows — 
eye glinting 
Janice M. Bostok 


We can imagine the glint in the haikuist’s eye, the eye that sees the 
invisible taking shape, the inaudible taking sound, the joyous germination 
of the haiku moment in ‘mysterious unity’, that same unity alluded to by 
Chuang Tzu in our opening pages. 
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long winter months 

then a robin 

brushing against my window 
Jocelyne Villeneuve 
(Four Seasons) 


Unthinkable ...How unthinkable it would be if we had no robins. Then 
again, does anyone really know what species of animals, birds and insects 
are definitely going to survive? As we lose the harbingers of seasons, we 
also lose something of our relation to the eternal coming and going of 
phenomena. 


wok 


One of the seemingly unstoppable trends in many parts of the world during 
the twentieth century was the decay of the folkloric mind and a consequent 
detachment from landscape. How can we relate, as haikuists, to a 
landscape we inhabit and claim to cherish without repossessing — as much 
as possible — the nomenclature and lore of flora and fauna? Colonisation 
can wipe this inheritance away, or distort it, as has happened frequently to 
place-names: 


‘I treasure these fond little names when they come into my keeping. From 
the shores of An Cheathra Rua, I remember a creek a few feet wide called 
An Ing Mhor, the big notch, and close by it, An Ing Chaol, the narrow 
notch, with between them a pinch or two of sand called, believe it or not, 
An Traighin Idir Dha Ing, the little beach between two notches. Would I 
even have noticed these places strolling by, if they had not been named to 
me?’ 


Tim Robinson in The Seanchai and the Database, Epiphanies of the Earth 
(Irish Pages, Volume 2, Number 1, Spring/Summer 2003). 


The haikuist celebrates the living world. Part of that living world is the 
accumulated lore which defines its micro-typography. Let us all delve 
deep into this lore and help to renew its innate vitality. 


wk 
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Is this a joke? An anthropologist interviewed an Irish lady, living in the 
shadow of a mountain. ‘Do you believe in the fairies?’ She thought about 
it. ‘Personally, sir, I don’t believe in them myself. But they’re there all the 
same!’ 


Poet and haikuist Cathal O Searcaigh grew up in an Irish-speaking area 
of Donegal, surrounded by invisible presences: 


‘The other world was adjacent to us and had to be respected; it was 
necessary to care for the ethereal things and beings that inhabited it. 
According to my mother, this balance had to be maintained in order to 
steer us safely through destiny’s pitfalls. While she would take the 
dishwater outside, she would always pause at the threshold for a little 
while to give the fairies time to get out of the way ...” (Trasnu, 2003) 


This cosmology is mirrored in Japan. If a boy was going to urinate in a 
river, he would first warn the river deities: ‘Kawa no kamisama 
doitokure!’ 


aK 


We see all though none sees us ...The fairy literature of Ireland is a 
calling to the waters and the wild and to a timeless invisible world: 


Lovely lady will you go 

To that kingdom where stars glow? 
Primrose there the colour of hair 
Snow-white each body fair. 


‘Yours’ and ‘mine’ are words not known yet, 
Ivory teeth and brows of pure jet: 
Foxglove the colour of every cheek, 
The whole company radiant and sleek. 


Every plain of purple hue, 

The blackbird’s eggs flecked with blue, 
The plains of Ireland will seem bare 
After you have lingered there. 
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For Ireland’s beer you will not long, 
The Great Land’s beer is twice as strong! 
It is a land of purest gold, 
The young don’t die before the old. 


All round gentle streams entwine, 

Mead is drunk, the best of wine; 
The people have not learned to hate, 
It’s not a sin to copulate! 


We see all on every side 

Though none sees us — we do not hide 
But Adam’s sin has caused a cloak 
Between us and ordinary folk. 


Woman, if you come with me, 

On your head a crown will be, 
Fresh pork, the finest ale 
Await us now beyond the pale. 


(Trans GR) - 9" century text in Treasury of Irish Love, 
Ed. Gabriel Rosenstock, Hippocrene Books, NewYork, 
1998) 


Genius is not qualitatively different from mere talent. A genius is simply 
one who has gone beyond the pale of visibility, boldly into the invisible 
plain of infinite potential. 


Have historians ignored imaginative literature and neglected the possibility 
of there being more than one Shangri-La on this earth? Morgan Llywelyn 
says of the fairy race, the Tuatha Dé Danann, that ‘they disappeared into 
the warp and woof of this island and interpenetrated the very soul of 
Ireland, never to depart.’ (Correspondence with author). 


RRR 
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Did Einstein believe in fairies? Before rubbishing the invisible worlds, 
let us remind ourselves that Einstein, Pauli, Planck and others assure us 
that the visible tangible world is only a fraction of the universal drama. 
Einstein tells us: “The most beautiful thing we can experience is the 
mysterious. It is the source of all true art and all science.’ What the 
literature of the Celtic Otherworld teaches us is nothing more than an 
elaboration or mythicisation of the haiku moment, namely the miraculous 
fusion of time and space. 


How natural and yet how mysterious it was that the Hopi saw the Earth as 
being pregnant in Spring. So as not to cause her undue discomfort, they 
removed the steel shoes from their horses. 


RRR 


Be not discouraged ... Let’s get back to the world we know ... 
The world we know? The haikuist must sometimes rub his eyes. Am I 
really seeing this? 


rubbing my eyes 
over and over again — 
New Years’ morming 
Toshio 
(Version: GR) 


illusion of bloom — 
silvery sun 
on each magnolia bud 
GR 


wok 
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Many people become attracted to haiku — especially when they find out 
what true haiku really is and the difference it can make to our lives. 
Initially, it looks quite easy. They try their hand at it — as they should — and 
are satisfied with what it promises. Or they may attend workshops and 
polish their craft, or send haiku for professional assessment, or are lucky 
enough to avail of and learn from a master’s editing and shaping of their 
work. But then, something happens. They become discouraged. Their 
haiku seems to stay on a mental level, not flowing as it should, not flowing 
every day. 


Autumn wind — 
unless written 
words fade away 
Asuka Nomiyama 
(Japanese Haiku 2001, Modern Haiku Association) 


wok 


It can be the same with anything, with martial arts: 


‘Gurukkal Govindankutty Nayar and his advanced students flowed like a 
river when they performed their serpentine, graceful, yet powerfully 
grounded movements. It seemed an unapproachable state of embodiment. 
When I began my own training in 1976, my body did anything but flow 
...” (When the Body Becomes all Eyes: South Indian Martial Art, Phillip 
B. Zarrilli, Oxford University Press, 1998). 


go further on 
says a guide-post 
in a withered field 
Yamaguchi Soku 
(Haiku International 1995) 


kK 
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Wisdom of doubting ... Even those who have written haiku for a number 
of years — according to Bash6, you are a master if you have written ten 
good haiku in a lifetime — even such people can be distracted by doubt. 
What’s the point of it all? Am I fooling myself? Is this for real? 


There’s nothing wrong with doubt. It’s quite natural. Here’s a Zen saying 
to comfort you: ‘Great doubt gives rise to great awakening; small doubt, 
small awakening; no doubt, no awakening.’ 


kK 


Mind to breath ... Believing that haiku is easy is a mistake. Thinking that 
disappearing is easy is a mistake. To approach haiku with the mantra ‘First 
thought, best thought!’ is not a bad approach, but it’s not quite as easy as it 
looks. To concur with our opening remarks about ‘effortless action’ being 
the key to happiness and success is not far off the mark. But, paradoxical 
as it may seem, effortless action may require some effort — at first. 
Reviewing Spontaneous Mind: Selected Interviews, 1958 — 1996 by Allen 
Ginsberg (Harper Collins 2001) William Deresiewicz reminds us that 
spontaneity isn’t always as effortless as it may appear. “‘First thought, best 
thought” was his governing principle: no heed to the high-modernist idea 
of poem as patiently-constructed artefact, but as an equally strenuous 
discipline, for it was only with hours of daily meditation that he 
maintained his wide-open path from mind to breath ... (New York Times 
Review of Books, April 8, 2001). 
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Q& A: a brief self-dialogue ... 

Q: You have written a book called Haiku Enlightenment. Do you consider 
yourself to be enlightened? 

A: Who is asking the question? 

Q: Well, actually, the questioner/responder — you, as it happens. 

A: You should know by now that I don’t listen to you. 

Q: Why not? 

A: Why should I? You are the Ghost of Duality Past. 

Q: Look at the question again, please ... 

A: If you insist. I’m looking ... It starts by saying, ‘You have written a 
book ...’ I haven’t. 

Q: You haven’t? Who wrote it then? 

A: It must have written itself. With the help of cosmic intelligence. 

Q: How? 

A: How? Why? What? For whom? Why are you always asking questions? 
Q: Because — 

A: Just shut up and listen for a while. 

Q: To whom? 

A: To what, you mean. Listen to anything. There are many sounds in the 
universe. Listen to whatever you hear now. 

Q: I’m listening ... 

A: To the sound of your own voice! Are you sure you are listening? 

Q: It’s you that’s asking the questions now. 

A: Funny, isn’t it? 

Q: Should I laugh? 

A: If it helps you to relax, yes. Please do. 

Q: Look, answer the question. 

A: Who is asking? 

Q: Oh, I give up. 

A: That’s a start. 

Q: Hold on! Just a minute! There’s also this sequel, Haiku, the Gentle Art 
of Disappearing. Have you ever actually disappeared? 

A: I’m disappearing now ... 

Q: You are? Hello? 

A: Oh, good! So are you! See you around! 


Q:? 
A:! 
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In the Words of Papaji 


In order to be born as a baby you have to spend nine months getting 
bigger and bigger. For Enlightenment you have to get smaller and 
smaller until you disappear completely.” 


wk 


Disappearing! How is it done? There is a word in haiku aesthetics which 
means slenderness. It is hosomi, a delicate quality much favoured by 
Basho. It is something we can develop in ourselves and in our work, 
allowing us to enter thin spaces, to follow the spider into its crevice, the 
bee into its hive, the wren into its nest, the wisp of cloud into a misty lake. 


Follow the fall of a dewdrop. Flow! And ‘be so little that the elves can 
reach to whisper in your ear’ (Shelley). With hosomi we can become 
creatures of the elements, of the air, of light. Follow the rabbit into its 
burrow. What is stopping you? You may say, ‘But I am not a world 
philosopher such as Nishida, an eccentric monk such as Ikkyu or a 
medieval holy woman or holy man such as Hildegard von Bingen or Jan 
van Ruysbroeck.’ Maybe not. But nobody expects you to be a 
philosopher or saint. 


Are you essentially any different from haikuists who have been blessed 
with the haiku moment, whether Japanese, American, Irish, Croatian, 
Romanian ... or those who call themselves citizens of the world? Of 
course not! We have outlined the dynamics of the haiku moment in Haiku 
Enlightenment. Complete the story. Disappear! 


kK 


Lifting the veils of the self ... In a fantastic interview with Jean Houston 
we read about something which could apply to haiku enlightenment: ‘I’d 
say it’s an extraordinary effort of reweaving the self in body, mind and 
spirit that can be accomplished by a depth of loving, by a giving over of 
the local self to the godstuff. It is the honing of one’s inner and outer 
perceptions so that one is able to see, hear, touch, taste, feel and intuit the 
immensity of what is really there. The veils of the self are lifted ...’* 


? ©Moksha Press, 1999. This interview first appeared in the Spring/Summer 1999 
issue of What is Enlightenment? Magazine, entitled “The Self Masters: Are They 
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Worth pondering that! 


ak 


The (w)hole story ... Meditating on the holed sculptures of Barbara 
Hepworth, the writer Jeanette Winterson had this to say: ‘A Hepworth 
hole is not only a connection between different kinds of form, or a way of 
giving space its own form — it is a relationship with the invisible. Since 
human beings began their journey towards consciousness, we have sought 
a relationship with the invisible ...’ 


Put in another way, when the mind is purged of everything else but the 
intuitive, interpenetrative perception of the Ding an sich, the mysterious, 
pulsating thing-in-itself, the haiku moment of disappearance occurs. For 
one precious instant, there is no room for you or your thoughts. The rose, 
the moon, the steaming dunghill fill the world in full flow. John Muir 
says: ‘Everything is flowing — going somewhere, animals and so-called 
lifeless rocks as well as water. Thus the snow flows fast or slow in grand 
beauty-making glaciers and avalanches; the air in majestic floods carrying 
minerals, plants, leaves, seeds, spores, with streams of music and 
fragrance ... While the stars go streaming through space pulsed on and on 
forever like blood ... in Nature’s warm heart.’ 


bleak February morning 
a white cat declares itself 
in silence 
GR 


ak 


Elusive silence ... We can disappear in silence, when the chattering mind 
falls silent, when the haiku moment emerges, when we no longer have 
opinions. 


Enlightened?” and appears by permission of the publisher. For more information 
about What is Enlightenment? Magazine, please visit www.wie.org. 
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All of us seem to have an opinion on this and that, whether we know all 
the facts or not. Most of us give too much weight to opinion. We look to 
the so-called opinion formers in society; our idle chatter and our serious 
conversations and debates are riddled with opinions. 


We seem to forget that our opinions are bound to change and that, we, in 
time, will question their validity. What were those opinions we once had? 
Who was the person who held to them? The opinionated self disappears on 
the haiku path. 


For Angelus Silesius, the ten thousand things become one, disappear in 
the All: 


So many droplets in the sea, in bread so many grains; 
So too of our multiplicity, nothing but God remains 
(Version: GR) 


It comes as a relief, along the haiku path, to be opinionless. Silesius says: 
Die Meinungen seind Sand, ein Narr der bauet drein 
Du baust auf Meinungen, wie kanstu weise sein? 
Opinions are sand, a fool builds on such lies 
You build on opinions, how can you be wise? 
(Version: GR) 


Forget ‘Meinungen & Deinungen’, forget mine and thine’. John W. 
Sexton dropped his opinion-forming mind to become completely free of 
opinion in this haiku: 


sunlit street 
a jackdaw shadow 
passes through me 
(Shadows Bloom, Doghouse, 2004) 
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Time to disappear ... 


about to vanish 
in the morning sky 
orphaned moon 
GR 


After all, how long does visibility last before returning to the void? 


Autumn morning — 
river-mist rising 
and sheep’s breath 
Norman Darlington 
(World Haiku Review 2003) 
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And for us, too - for all of us, you and I, the cat and the moon, the 
buffalo’s breath in winter, the sheep’s breath in autumn - will come a time 


empty fleeting years all gone 
now quivering and frail 
I must fade away 
Ryokan 


finally the maple leaf 
is at one 
with its shadow 

Alexis Rotella 


(Four Seasons) 
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Tossed here and there ...The early Celts, intimately connected with the 
natural and the supernatural worlds and had pithy, haiku-like ways of 
expressing the notion of temporality, of appearance and disappearance: 


y ddeilen hon, neus cynired-gwynt 
gwae hi 0’1 thynged; 
hi hen, eleni ganed 
(Anon., 9". Century) 


this wind-tossed leaf 
alas its fate: it is old 
it was born this year 
(Version: GR) 


flag-covered coffin: 
the shadow of the bugler 
slips into the grave 
Nick Virgilio (Selected Haiku, 1988) 


Desire and disappearance ...If you step on this path and fail to disappear 
— listen to this. If you are sincere enough, a haiku master — living or dead — 
will emerge to assist you. A dilettante will have little time for you — and 
possibly see you as a potential rival. A real haiku master will bring you to 
where he or she is — which is everywhere and nowhere. 


there must be light 
where they came from 
chestnut blossoms! 
GR 
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“As a drop of water falling on the desert sand is sucked up immediately so 
we must become nothing and nowhere ... we must disappear.” 
Bhai Sahib 


The eternal Being is that state where you have disappeared ... 
Thayumanavar (1706 — 1744) 


heat shimmers 
an old cyclist 
rides into infinity 
GR 


Kakua stood before the emperor in silence. He then produced a flute from 
the folds of his robe, and blew one short note. Bowing politely, he 
disappeared... 


Zen Flesh, Zen Bones: A Collection of Zen and Pre-Zen Writings, 
Paul Reps and Nyogen Senzaki 


APPENDIX 


ANATOMY OF A HAIKU 


Many people lack the patience and the sensitivity to gain real nourishment 
and pleasure from haiku. It is only by tasting and re-tasting haiku that we 
can begin to read between the lines and experience a multi-layered effect. 


Pure haiku arise from subtle levels, mantra-like, and can have mantra-like 
effects. It is a curious fact that the author of the /Jongest poem in the 
English language, Sri Aurobindo, prophesied that the poetry of the future 
would be mantric. 


I was in Cochin, now called Kochi, in Kerala, Southern India, and was up 
at five o’ clock to catch an early-morning flight. Opening a window, the 
first glimmer of dawn coincided with the muezzin’s call to prayer. Here is 
the haiku that emerged from that experience: 


Allah-o akbar! 
first light over Kochi 
trembling waves 


One doesn’t like to read too much into anything but, for the sake of 
elucidation, how many strands are actually at work here? Firstly, the 
muezzin cries out that God is great. The emerging light of dawn is linked 
with this statement, physically and metaphysically. Already, sound and 
sight are weaving something new for my brain, a unique moment hitherto 
unexperienced. The invisible muezzin ... his nameless voice. 


Syllabically, the haiku amounts to thirteen syllables, the second line being 
the longest; this is more or less the favoured make-up of today’s free-style 
haiku. Apart from the Arabic, it is in plain enough language. It describes a 
moment, in time and space. Time of day often replaces the previous 
requirement of a seasonal reference. It is reasonably euphonious, I hope, 
without being over-musical. So far so good with our rudimentary analysis. 
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The trembling waves.... What might they be? We must beware of too 
subjective an interpretation of any work, even our own, but it is arguable 
that this haiku is beginning to function on several levels. Trembling waves 
could easily refer to waves on the sea. Kochi, after all, is a port city (with 
an old synagogue). A typical device, which a haikuist often draws upon 
without intentionality, is to introduce a complementary image which 
resonates with the first image, though not necessarily having an obvious 
association. (Many authors believe that such a device is, indeed essential: 
see The Poetics of Japanese Verse, K6ji Kawamoto, University of Tokyo 
Press, 2000) 


Waves could also refer to sound waves, the voice of the muezzin. Waves 
might also conceivably refer to waves of light, light waves of the dawn. 
The waves of creation itself? Echoes of the Big Bang? Now now, let’s get 
a hold of ourselves here! 


Yes, one can explain details, in a logical or in an intuitive manner, in 
hindsight, things which were mysteriously and seamlessly one at the time 
of the haiku moment or its composition in words. But, isn’t the Big Bang 
going a wee bit too far? Not really. Doesn’t astronomy and cosmic physics 
teach us that compression ultimately leads to an unbelievable expansion? 
And what is haiku but compression par excellence? (Okay, maybe I am 
overstating my case — it is simply as an anecdote and as a reaction to those 
who see nothing at all in a haiku!) 


And trembling? Trembling could suggest something of the fear of God, 
God’s greatness, conveyed by the haunting voice that cuts through the 
early morning stillness. However, as it was written at the beginning of 
2004, is there not the possibility that — subconsciously at least — 
‘trembling’ also suggests the pathological fear of Muslim culture which 
has become part of our world’s neurosis today? Or is ‘trembling waves’ 
nothing more than pathetic fallacy, a much-used device in Gaelic poetry? 
Is it the “I” that trembles? Before what? Itself? Before the power of 
monotheism? If so, what spurs this trembling? Fear? Loathing? 
Alienation? Ineffable admiration and awe? 


I give all of these possible meanings — and allow for more - with the 
express intention of showing that a real haiku — as opposed to a pseudo- 
haiku — is not a slight thing at all. Over the years the appearance of much 
bad haiku has relegated haiku to the status of an amusing poetic aside 
within the popular imagination. 
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We know it can be more than that, much more. It is up to the reader to 
complete the jigsaw with his own understanding and experience of what is 
real. 


Of course, I was not mentalizing on these various levels and 
interpretations when the actual event happened. I was drawn into the web 
of sound, into tendrils of light, disappearing in their interstices. Rousseau 
says: 


‘I feel an indescribable ecstasy and delirium in melting, as it were, into 
the system of beings, in identifying myself with the whole of nature...’ 


Every haiku moment is a gift from the Invisible, the Unknown - and every 
haiku that is written is a returning of that gift to the Invisible, to the 
Unknown. Otherwise there would be a clutter. 


Issa wrote over 20,000 haiku — he received over 20,000 thousand gifts. He 
gave them back. Each and every one. That is all we do really ... 

Haiku is at its most sublime when its tangible details are tinged by the 
Intangible, the visible breathing through the Invisible. 


Let’s reveal a secret! Why is it that we can consider all true haiku to be 
sacred and sublime? 


A disciple of Ramana Maharshi lost his son and in his anguish came to 
the blessed sage and asked, ‘What is God?’ The sage saw that the answer 
was concealed in the question. His reply? ‘What is ...is God.’ 

And so, our interpenetration with all phenomena consists of this incredible 
immensity! 


Finally, Li Bai knew all about disappearing. He describes it, succinctly: 
Birds vanishing in the sky, the last cloud fades, 
Sitting together, the mountain andI... 
Now only the mountain remains 
(Version: GR) 


Simple, isn’t it? 
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